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m It is our creative ability that ensures our survival as a recognizable people and culture, and enables us also to contribute to the enrichment of the nation of which we form a distinctive part. 
- George M Story 
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The Chinese, the Scots, the population of Brunette Island. They come for opportunity They nurture their own subsistence economy They leave for work. 
Demographics shift, and whole communities fall away What remains? Memories, 
artifacts. Here we have tales of a Norwegian writer, an American-born folklorist, and 
the best friend of a beleaguered beauty salon owner, among many others whose 
journeys have brought them here or taken them away Our cover, too, is a story in itself. 
The cover image, john Stokes' Horse (aquatint, 20" x 16", 2007), was inspired by a 
small, hand-carved child's toy David Blackwood saw in the Bonavista North Museum 
& Gallery The piece had been donated by a man, in his 80s, from Cape Freels. It was 
made for him by his grandfather. 
"I was astonished when I saw it for the first time," said David Blackwood. "It's a 
little tiny toy horse. The little horse was brown with dabs of white paint, all house 
paint. It had a frayed rope tail and a frayed rope mane. The key, from a tin of corned 
beef, is embedded in its breast as a harness. 
"It had an incredible presence. There is a little bronze horse in the Museum of 
Modern Art in New York, from 3000 BC, that has the same sort of tremendous, 
primal, primordial power. I did a whole series of drawings and watercolours, 
photographed it inside out and upside-down. The prints evolved and it's now also a 
big painting. It's such a simple shape, it works powerfully in the painting. 
"I did two [print] versions, one almost black and white, the other coloured. You 
don't want to get too involved with colour. But when it was black and blue it looked 
so cold, so desolate. [Set against] that background, that's a real Cape Freels landscape, 
it looks monumental. " 
Black Ice: David Blackwood Prints of Newfoundland, is on exhibit at The Rooms June 9 -
September 9, 2012. 
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ARCHIVAL NOTES 
WATEit LILY 
ARCHIVES, NEWFOUNDLAND AND LABRADOR 
CONFERENCE, UNITED CHURCH OF CANADA 
BY LINDA WHITE 
MRS. OHMAN, 
GRAND SUPT. OF JUV. TEMPLES, I.O.G.T, 
The Water Lily editor, Jessie Murray Ohman. 
fficially registered on January 14, 1892, The 
Water Lily was described by its editor] essie 
Murray Ohman as "a Monthly journal, devoted 
to the Interest of Temperance and Moral Reform." It 
is widely considered to be Newfoundland's first ever 
women's journal and was launched during the women's 
rights movement that emerged on the island near the end 
of the 19th Century 
Though closely affiliated with the Women's Christian 
~f emperance Union, the paper was not officially 
connected with any society or supplemented by any 
funds. Its content was eclectic, ranging from news items 
Dt.1~.\1.1> Mc •R1SON. l~3CJ .• ni<:nibcr for Uona\•ista. 
introduced n bill for \von1cn's suffrage on the liqunr 
question in the 11ou.!c u( Ass~111bly on r 5th ?\larch. 
That the bill \\'3.S dc(c;U~d in the lo\vcr I louse is 
to be deeply rcgretlt:d. Jn order thilt \he public may 
know \\•ho \\'etc in fa\·or of the mc:is;urr:, and ~·ho 
against it, v.·c publiih hcrc\vith their natn~: 
J.)Jr 11.r ll"olj,t""*· 
!.tr. 1-torisont 
.. \Vood~, 
.. ~!unn. 
0 \Vh itc IC)", 
•• J)ufr, 
.. Rolls, 
.. Thompson. 
H Tait. . 
0 Jturg~s~. 
0 lla\\•c. 
.. ·~111cirt1'l ti., n·,,, .. ,,.,. 
'"' 
Sir \\'illi:im \Vhitcwav. 
... 
~'fr. 13ond, 
.. ~forris. 
0 ()'l)v.~yer. 
.. Aturph)·. 
.. Studdy, 
.. \\"ooclft>rd, 
.. Fox. 
•• \'f ebber. 
° Clift. 
·• Shc:i, 
.. C:1rty, 
.. l\turray .. 
C)n behalf of the 80,000 \\·omen in Newfoundland. 
we thank ~lr. ltlori!lon, ;u1d th(gc \\"ho ~tontl by l1im 
and \'otcd for the \Von1an's Suffrage Bill.. In ans\\·c:r 
to the weak,. flimsy and iMinc~re argun1cnu of those 
\vho opposec.1 and voted ogainst the measure, lVC 
publish tl1e (oUo\\·iog excellent article: 
SJiOUl .. D \VC>\\fEN 1*f>UCH POLITIC!":>? 
and politically-charged editorials advocating women's 
suffrage to romantic fiction and household hints. 
However, its main focus was on temperance, which was a 
popular cause - particularly for many women - in a time 
when alcohol was seen as the cause of a great number of 
social problems that affected the well-being of women 
and their families. The Water Lily was a short-lived 
publication - there are only 17 extant original issues. 
Despite its brevity, its influence and legacy can be seen 
nearly 100 years later in the feminist bulletin Waterlily, a 
project of East Coast Women and Words that ran in the 
province from 1989 to 1991. 
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[Por tl1e ir·ater Li(J'.] 
THE RIBBO~ \VHITE AND THE RIBBO~ ULUE. 
quer. Go work. There are precious pearls, but thou must 
dive for them in the caves of ocean. There are rich min-
erals for human use, but they are hid in the bowels of the 
earth; and with undaunted labour thou must drag them to 
the sunlight. The earth is waste and barren, and thy tool-
bearing hand must render it fertile. Nay, more, my brave 
son of toil, there is evil around thee in a thousand forms-
falsehood, wrong, injustice, folly, madness, moral disorder. 
Above all, strike at these. Root out the wrong; annihilate 
the lit>; maintain perpetual warfare against folly, sin, ignor-
ance, stupidity in all their forms. Say not thy lot is hard. 
In conflict thy noble powers shall gather strength, and thou 
shalt find true happiness. Out of a barren earth thou shalt 
create a paradise, and robe it with beauty. Out of a moral 
desert thou shalt form a heaven; and if faithful, the hero's 
noble death, the victory and the fire-chariot to bear thee 
aloft to the immortals shall all be thine." 
UY MRS. ANDERSO);. 
On, noble bands of ribbon white! 
Oh, gallant bands of ribbon blue! 
Hearts that are earnest in the strife, 
To win the cause for (iod and right-
How should our plaudits ring for you! 
A pestilence Jays waste our land ; 
On every side is wail and \voe ; 
Unite we, then-a wi!ling band-
Classes and creeds go hand in hand, 
And fight to slay the common foe. 
A darker plague infests our land 
Than can by cleansing fires be stayed, 
Whose victims-countless as the sind-
Fall prone 'neath that relentless hand, 
Although in dazzling form arrayed. 
Dare we look on with cold disdain, 
Whilst weaker souls in ruin sink? 
Thou art thy brother·s keeper. Cain 
Must answer for a brother slain, 
Slain with the weapon of strong drink. 
Oh, ribbon white and ribbon blue! 
Long as your banners are unfurled, · 
So long the nations look to you, 
The " Allied Armies," brave and true, 
And see in faith a conquered world. 
\VORI<, REST, HAPPINESS. 
That this ordinance of work has been, t0 a large extent, 
obeyed, cannot be questioned. The cultivated continents, 
the stately cities, the vast navies and commerce of the 
world bear witnes> to the triumphs of man's industry. The 
giant powers of nature have been chained to the car of pro-
DY REV. M. HARVEY, LL.D. gress and transformed into obedient servants. Everywhere 
ONE of the best lessons for life's gnid1nce that we can the wheels of industry are flying. and tr.e anvil of toil ringing 
learn here is, that every one of us has got work to do, and with swift, sharp strokes. Honour to the indomitable industry 
that this is the ordinance of fieaven. The sooner young that has done all this ! There is a divine nobleness in work 
people realize this, and lay it to heart, the better for then1- that ought to render the hard-handed son of toil venerable 
. 
selves. Just as we see it sometimes written up over the 10 our eyes. 
entrance of some great factory or workshop, " No admit- But let us honour, too, another class of labourers, who are 
tance here except on business," as a warning to idlers and nobler than the material workers in clay and iron-the men 
loungers, s<::> over the world a similar placard is posted, with who toil with pen and tongue .and brain-who are working 
heavy penalties attached in case of disobedience. Nature not to produce the daily bread, but the spiritual food of the 
permits none of her children to be drones. She refuses to immortal soul of man. These are the kings of thought-the 
tolerate the indolent. Her stern, though kind, voice to each melodious singers, the philosophers, the reformers, the his-
and all is, "Go work; under penalties be not idle; the torians, the orators, the men of science, the cre;itors of art, 
night con1eth when no man can work." of the world's literature. They have fashioned their work 
\Vhy has man been endowed with the str0ng arn1, the by painful thought and hard toil of the brain. The great 
inventive brain, the courageous heart? \Vhy has he been thinkers must precede the great workers. AU the triumphs 
placed by the Great Creator in the midst of seemingly of industry, splendid as they Jook, once existed as thoughts 
unfriendly elements-in a world that grows thorns and in the mind of the mathematician, the inventor, the man of 
thistles, and is full of dark, tangled forests, poisonous science; and great as they seem, are but the embodiments 
swamps, and the very soil cursed with barrenness? Is it of their ideas. Honour, then, to all who are helping to 
not that he, with strong arn1 and stout heart, may smooth build up the solid pillar of this world's welfare. Every gen-
and beautify the rugged face of Nature ; n1ay smite down-.,.. uine worker holds a patent of nobility direct from the Divine 
the stubborn forest and convert it into the harvest~field, Taskmaster. Every lawful pursuit is sacred, and not pro-
waving with golden grain; may drain the pestilential marsh fane; and the beaten paths of honest, useful toil lead up to 
and make it the green, flower-clad meadow on which the the steps of the divine throne. 
sportive lamb may skip; that he may launch on the stormy There is, however, another side to this truth. \Vork is 
sea his strong~knit barque and make the great ocean a high- noble. Activity seems to be our best estate. But it is not 
way for the nations of the earth? The Great Taskmaster's less true that to rest well is just as good and true a thing as 
voice to him is, "~fy brave one, all nature is thine to con- to work well; and that we can sometin1es do as good ser-
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THE WATER LILY. 
.... 1 i1fonthly Jottnrnl, devoted to the Interest of Temperance 
anll .Jforal Ref m·ra. 
Edited by Mrs. Ohman. 
Annual subscription, $r.oo. Eleven copies to one address, $10.00. 
Single copies 10 cents. 
Coi·respondence on Literary and B?.Lsin.ess matte1·s to be sent to 
1'Ins. On~IA~, St. John's. 
All conmiunications sho1tlcl reach the edit01· not later than the 
1st of each 'month, ancl must be accompanied 11:ith the nmne 
(not initials) of the w1·iter; not necessarily, howet·er, fo1· pub-
lication. 
OUR PAPER. 
THE WATER LILY comes to you unconnected with 
any society, and unsupplemented by any funds. Will 
you help it? Will you kindly peruse this our first 
issue carefully? 
vVe do not claim to possess the experience, tact, 
culture, discrimination or literary ability of the vet-
eran editor, but we entertain the hope that, by 
practice, study and observation, we may correct at 
some· future date the errors of our early efforts. We 
desire, through the columns of the \VATER LILLY, to 
furnish items of interest to every earnest \Vorker who 
reads it pazes, and to supply intelligence suitable to 
the needs of those interested in the temperance cause. 
Should the \V ATER LILY survive the frost of J anu-
ary, it will again appear on the I 5th February, and 
thereafter will be issued regularly every month. \Ve 
shall be glad to receive short, appropriate articles 
from those interested in temperance work, and com-
munications upon subjects of general interest. vVe 
send this magazine forth in faith, believing it is 
destined to accomplish some good. Love of the 
cause we have espoused is the ruling motive which 
prompts this literary venture, and anything done for 
the good of others, we believe, never utterly fails. 
We shall carefully watch transpiring events, and seek 
to the utmost of our ability to guide then1 into chan-
nels of purity and morality. We shall fearlessly point 
out \vhat we consider to be wrong, and praise what 
we hold to be right, irrespective of class and creed. 
Doubtless, some will think us imprudent, biassed and 
fanatical, but that matters little if our conscience ap-
prove and we have the smile of heaven upon us. 
Go forth little WATER LILY, perfume the homes 
in which you enter, stimulate the faint-hearted, arouse 
the careless, encourage the tempted, speak words of 
cheer, strengthen, enlighten, uphold, and your mission 
will not be in vain. 
~·· 
THE trouble with the young men who are groping 
around in this world is that they always feel their 
importance. 
GOOD-BYEt OLD YEAR. 
ONCE more the year has rolled away, with its joys 
and sorrows, adding another to those already gone . 
What has the past year done for us? Are we more 
grateful, better, wiser, happier now, than at its con1-
mencement? 
Have some of the bad habits, in which \Ve have 
indulged, passed away? 
Are we more gentle, docile, loving? Every day 
of the past year brought in new mercies, unexpected 
blessings - and, perchance, new suffering. Some, 
perhaps, have suffered keenly. You have bowed 
under the rod of chastisement, and groaned in bitter-
ness of spirit. 
But has not time drawn the curtain of sorrow apart 
a little ! Can you not catch a glimpse of the silver 
lining behind the cloud? Can you not see in the 
light of God's love, that "All is well?'' 
A HAPPY NEW YEAR. 
WE wish all our readers "A Happy New Year," 
not merely an enjoyable one, but a good one. We 
wish you a year of service for others, a year of work 
for the amelioration of suffering, of assistance to those 
who need your help. A year which, at its close, can 
be reviewed with pleasure -a year of advancernent; of 
growth ; of steady, hearty, useful effort. Such living 
alone can bring true happiness. 
TEMPERANCE WORKERS. 
IN this, the first issue of the vVATER LILY, we 
earnestly call upon you to persevere in your noble, 
self-denying, work. Many of those who, in years 
gone by, bore the " burden and heat of the day," are 
now laid to rest, and it behoves us to fall into the 
ranks of the temperance army and fill their places. 
Our cause has gained many victories in the past. 
That we have the smile of heaven upon our efforts is 
exemplified in the stringent legislative enactments 
regarding the liquor traffic-the local option law, 
majority vote, &c., &c.-which we have wrenched 
from unwilling legislatures. \Vhile we praise God 
for those blessings, let us press onward to o~r one 
and only aim-prohibition; for, remember, that ~n 
the House of Assembly our side was once so close 
upon the heels of the enemy, that the casting vote of 
the speaker alone decided the matter against us. 
Such being the case, see to it that you prepare your-
selves for the next general election, and support none 
but strong and earnest temperance men-men who 
will speak, work and vote against the liquor traffic. 
Be careful to exact solemn pledges from them, to the 
effect that there will be no temporizing on this ques-
tion, when they take their seats as members of your 
districts in the House of Assembly. 
Linda White is an archivist with Archives and Special Collections, Queen Elizabeth II Library, Memorial University. 
The original issues are housed in the Archives at the Newfoundland and Labrador Conference office, United Church of Canada, 
St John's. http://www.newlabconf.com 
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SLO BOAT FRO CHINA 
BY DEREK PELLEY 
WHEN MY PARENTS, ALF AND MINNIE, LEFT HANT'S HARBOUR IN 1930, THEY WERE IN MANY 
WAYS CLASSIC IMMIGRANTS, UPROOTING THEMSELVES FROM A FAMILIAR WAY OF LIFE, FAMILY, 
AND FRIENDS IN ORDER TO BETTER THEMSELVES IN A SETTING SO DIFFERENT FROM METHODIST 
AND ANGLOPHILE HANT'S HARBOUR THAT THEY MIGHT AS WELL HAVE BEEN MOVING TO THE 
MOON. BUT, WITH THE YOUTHFUL EXUBERANCE AND IGNORANT BLISS OF NEWLYWEDS, THEY 
PULLED UP STAKES AND MOVED TO TOWN WITH NO MORE THAN THE CLOTHES ON THEIR BACKS 
AND A COUPLE OF FAMILY CONTACTS TO HELP THEM MAKE THEIR WAY. THE GREAT DEPRESSION 
WAS IN ITS INFANCY AND WAS ABOUT TO BANKRUPT THE WORLD, NEWFOUNDLAND 
INCLUDED. BUT I GUESS YOU CAN'T MISS WHAT YOU'VE NEVER HAD, AND THE ONLY DIRECTION 
FOR MY PARENTS TO MOVE AT THIS JUNCTURE IN THEIR LIVES WAS UP. 
n 1930 Che Hai Wong also arrived in St john's 
as an immigrant. The underlying reasons for his 
move broadly paralleled those of my parents (self-
improvement, nothing much to lose), but the physical 
difficulties and sacrifice he endured boggles my modern 
mindset of social safety nets, human rights, instant 
communication, and multiculturalism. 
Che Hai was born in 1907 in the village of Bok 
Chek Hung in Southeastern China, where many 
of the people who formed the core of the Chinese 
community in Newfoundland had their roots. He 
married Tom See Ho from the nearby village of Tong 
Shan, circa 1928, and they had a daughter, Oio Hi. In 
1930, he was sponsored by Kim Lee, already resident 
in Newfoundland, in his move to St john's. Kim Lee's 
sponsorship most likely covered passage, payment 
of the head tax of $300 levied on Chinese people 
in Newfoundland from 1906, plus some form of 
indenture to pay off the debt upon arrival. 
Che Hai sailed from Hong Kong to Vancouver, where 
he and other Chinese immigrants were loaded on to 
a train for the trip across Canada, closely guarded by 
plainclothes RCMP officers to ensure that they didn't 
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jump off. With the Chinese Immigration Act of 1923, 
Canada restricted entrance to the professional classes, 
students, and certain others. They were allowed off 
the train only once, in Montreal (probably simply 
in order for them to change trains for Eastern 
Canada). Che Hai boarded the Furniss Withy ship, 
SS Nerissa, in Halifax and arrived in St john's on July 
30, 1930. The trip from Hong Kong to St john's took 
about 30 days. 
The St john's Che Hai encountered was a world 
apart from what my parents faced. In spite of the 
fears, doubts, and regrets that they surely must have 
had at times, Mom and Dad had a lot more cards in 
their favour. They were part of the culture, spoke the 
language, and had a circle of friends and family for 
support and comfort. And they had each other and a 
new child. If everything fell apart, they could be back 
in Hant's Harbour in a few hours and pick up the 
pieces. But Che Hai walked into a society that was rife 
with discrimination. 
Until 1949 there was a price on the heads of 
"Chinamen". Newspapers railed about the threat of 
"The Celestials", as they were often called. The fear that 
Newfoundland was being invaded by a Chinese ''Host" 
who vvould take much-needed work away from native 
Newfoundlanders was palpable, fueled by incendiary 
ne~rspaper reporting that was overtly bigoted and 
ill-founded. The Chinese community had to endure 
ongoing verbal taunts, slurs, physical threats, and the 
pelting of their windows with mud. 
Che Hai must have felt totally separated from 
family and home, surrounded by hostility, and with 
only Chinese men who were all in the same boat for 
company. Chinese women were not allowed to emigrate, 
and only a few of the Chinese men had liaisons with 
local \Vomen and produced children. One can only 
imagine the problems this caused, considering what a 
stir marriages between Protestants and Catholics created. 
But Che Hai stuck with his plan, working, as so 
many others did, for incredibly long hours at menial 
labour, much of which centred around the laundry and 
restaurant business, supporting the family in China. 
In July 1948 in a second National Referendum, 
Newfoundlanders opted by a slim majority to become 
part of Canada, and became subject to the immigration 
laws and regulations of that country This meant 
that Chinese people would no longer be required to 
pay a head tax to settle in Newfoundland. But, more 
importantly, the long-time prohibition of Chinese 
women would be abolished. So, in 1949, Che Hai 
left for China after 19 years of toil and solitude in 
Newfoundland to be reunited with his wife, Tom See 
Ho, and bring her to Newfoundland. Hayford Fong 
also left around this time to marry Che Hai's daughter, 
Oio Hi. Che Hai and Hayford returned together to St 
john's, leaving Tom Lee and the newly-married Oio Hi 
to follow them at a later date. In the winter of 1951 Oio 
Hi and ne\v daughter Betty arrived at Torbay Airport. 
And that year Hayford and Oio Hi's son David would 
become the first person of Chinese parents to be born in 
Newfoundland. 
On his trip back home to China, Che Hai and Tom 
See had conceived a child. Soon Wong was born in 
Kwong Tong, China in 1949, and he and I became 
friends later in St John's. But the road for the reunited 
Wong family's return to Newfoundland was not 
smooth. Bureaucracy prevented Che Ha i's wife and 
bab) from making the trip back with him. So Che Hai 
returned alone. Mrs Wong and Soon stayed behind in 
Hong Kong for a year, waiting to clear the hoops. Soon 
The Chinese Consu l to Canada visiting St John's, ci rca 1 930. 
Che Hai Wong stands at the e nd of the third row, right. 
told me that, during this time of being on hold in Hong 
Kong, the two of them lived in a stairwell. They finally 
flew from Hong Kong to St john's in 19 51 , and the 
Wong Clan was reunited. The second phase of their 
incredible story was about to begin. 
* 
On the evening of Friday, November 22 , 1963, I went 
to the Highland Grill, a teenage hangout about a block 
from where I lived on Pennywell Road. I was trying to 
escape the gloom that had settled over the world since 
the assassination of john Kennedy that afternoon. Our 
Grade 8 teacher had interrupted one of our final 
Christmas exams around 3:00pm to deliver, somberly, 
the catastrophic news. Since then there had been no 
escaping it. The radio and television were full of it , and 
it was the only topic on everybody's lips. 
So I was ambling up the road in hopes that a plate 
of chips and a dose of Elvis on the jukebox, with its 
fabulous bass response, would deliver me from the 
morass of despair and fear that had engulfed me. But 
the buoyancy and chatter that usually pervaded the 
Highland Grill on a Friday night was non-existent, and 
the few brave souls who had ventured forth were mute 
and introspective. 
The Highland Grill had become my refuge in my early 
blossoming teenage years partly because of its proximity 
to our house, but mostly I think because of its Seeburg 
jukebox. We always had a record player on which I 
would play endlessly anything I could get my hands 
on, usually from my older siblings' bygone era. But 
the mighty Seeburg was another beast altogether, 
reproducing rock and roll classics with the fortissimo of 
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a symphony orchestra and rattling the windows in the 
process. It was a perfect getaway for a teenager who was 
just beginning to feel his oats. But all this came to an 
abrupt halt when the Highland Grill seemingly (to me) 
shut its doors overnight. The owners, Jack and Margaret 
King, had decided to emigrate to Australia, of all places. 
The Australian government of the time was offering 
great financial incentives for people to move there. So 
Jack and Margaret forsook their teenage clientele on 
the Higher Levels and moved to Australia to start a new 
life. Maybe they continued in their tradition and opened 
a new teen haven called the Outback Grill. 
The homeless hiatus for the Chips and Pepsi set 
was short-lived, however. The Wong family bought the 
business in January 1965, and life on Pennywell Road 
was set right again, albeit a bit more upscale. Plush 
booths were added, the kitchen greatly expanded, 
and the menu vastly improved. The continuum was 
upheld, however, with the inclusion of the Seeburg in 
the new decor. "Hound Dog" would eventually morph 
into "MacArthur Park", "Hey Jude", and "Proud Mary", 
but the wonderful jukebox aural experience would 
remain constant. 
Since their reunion in St John's in 1951, the Wongs 
had added twin daughters Jane and Mary The family ran 
the Hai Lee Laundry at 85 Casey Street before moving 
to Carbonear in 1962 to take over Fang's Restaurant, 
while the Fangs were to open a new Chinese restaurant 
in Grand Falls. 
Things did not work out as planned, and the Wongs 
moved back to St John's in January 1965 and purchased 
the takeout at 210 Pennywell Road that subsequently 
became Wong's Restaurant. Che Hai Wong, or Frank, 
as he was now known to his Occidental clientele, was 
entering the final stage of his game plan that had taken 
so long to come to fruition. Thirty years of patience 
and focus had finally paid off, and the Wong family was 
together under one roof, running a successful business. 
As Soon put it, "He had finally won the lottery" 
Wong's Restaurant remained the favourite eatery 
for myself and my set for some years. Fish and chips 
and gravy was our usual fare, except for Fridays when 
my Catholic cohorts would renege on the gravy, even 
though by this time they had all fallen away from the 
Mother Church and were going to friends' apartments 
while pretending to attend Mass, and to straighten up 
from the night before. But the real attraction of Wong's 
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for me was the Wong family 
itself. With Frank Wong at 
the helm, manning the cash 
register and chatting up the 
customers, the rest of the 
family took an active part 
in the proceedings, and 
their industrious presence 
was always a pleasure 
to observe. 
In 1951, David 
Fong was the 
first person 
of Chinese 
parents born in 
Newfoundland. 
Mr Wong seemed to take a particular shine to 
me. He had difficulty with my name, however, and it 
sounded something akin to 'Jerry". He would always 
greet me with a hearty, "How you do day, Jerry?", and 
then proceed to slap me on the back so hard that it 
would loosen my innards. "Good to see you too, Mr 
Wong!" Few knew that Mr Wong kept an abacus in the 
drawer under the cash register, and sometimes, when 
the time was right, I would ask him to calculate my bill 
with the abacus. With flourish he would comply and do 
the computation in a heartbeat. 
Soon was my contemporary, and a fellow student 
with me at Prince of Wales Collegiate. At that time, 
I was an avid record collector, particularly of '78 rpms. 
Somehow, I'd acquired a singularly florid '78 with what 
I thought were Chinese characters on the label. With 
Soon's intercession, Mr. Wong agreed to have a look at 
it, and hopefully give me some idea of what I had. We 
met in their home above the restaurant. He scowled 
as he took it in his hands and inf armed me that it was 
a Japanese Imperialistic war song. Needless to say, I 
was engulfed in great shame and embarrassment. Our 
relationship survived this gaffe on my part, however, 
and I continued to be a loyal patron of the Wongs. 
Often on a Sunday morning Mr Wong would be seen 
walking down Pennywell Road, past our house. He 
always wore a very dressy black overcoat, black pants, 
white shirt and tie, topped off with an equally spiffy 
black hat. His gait was slow and steady, his head held 
high with self-assurance. 
Che Hai Wong passed away in June 1987, at 81, and 
Tom See Wong a year later, in June 1988, also at 81. I 
think that it is somewhat fitting and a bit ironic that Mr 
and Mrs Wong spent their last years on a place called 
Canada Drive. ml 
Derek Pelley is a ivriter and rnusician living in St j ohns. He thanks 
Soon and Yuen Wai Wongfor their help with this article. 
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BY EDWARD RICHE 
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I WENT TO TORONTO TO ATTEND THE ANNUAL 
WRITER'S TRUST GALA AND TO JOIN THE 
WISHFUL EFFORT TO PROMOTE MY HILARIOUS 
NEW NOVEL EASY TO LIKE, HOUSE OF ANANSI 
PRESS, $29.95. IF YOU'RE IN THE WRITING 
RACKET AND LIVE HERE IN NEWFOUNDLAND 
YOU MUST FLY TO TORONTO OFTEN. WORK 
IS THERE. WHILE ONE CAN SCRIBBLE DOWN 
THE MAKE-BELIEVE IN OUR REMOTE OUTPOST, 
AND EMAIL IT TO WHOMEVER WHEREVER 
IN AN INSTANT, IT IS ALSO NECESSARY TO 
STAY IN CLOSER TOUCH, TO REMAIN A VITAL 
IMAGE IN THAT PART OF THE PRODUCERS' 
AND PUBLISHERS' BRAINS THAT RETAIN FACES, 
EVEN THE RHEUMY-EYED MOONISH BAYWOP 
VARIETY SUCH AS MY OWN. WE COLONIAL 
SHOWTAINMENT WANNABES HAVE DUBBED 
THIS PILGRIMAGE "THE $500 CUP OF COFFEE". 
IT'S CLIMBED UP TO AROUND A THOUSAND 
SMACKERS THESE DAYS SO I WAS GRATEFUL 
SOMEONE ELSE WAS PICKING UP THE TAB. 
I 'm long enough in the racket to have witnessed, as I cab it to The Danforth from Pearson Airport via the Gardiner 
Expressway, Toronto fully cock-up its waterfront. In fact, 
I've been visiting Torauma that long I can remember 
when there were plentiful freight trains down there. The 
locomotives lent the impression that central Canada was all 
business, was thrumming industry, making and shipping 
solid stuff all over the planet via the St Lawrence Seaway. 
A Newfoundlander could find work in a spot like that. 
Replacing the rail yards with condo and office towers 
announces the place is now all about taking meetings and 
going to sleep. It's the new "limited knowledge" economy 
I guess. 
I've also witnessed Toronto evolve, in the final 20 years of 
the last century, from a stolid, even dour town to a bustling 
metropolis. The place went from hopeless to hip in record 
time. One no longer pitied them as Christendom's most 
boring and bored people. Alas, good bye to all that. Hello 
Rob Ford. Turns out the people of Toronto couldn't bear the 
excitement. They decided to put things back the way they 
were, but without the trains. 
On my first evening in the city my publisher, the lovely 
and wise Sarah Maclachlan, invited me to a small dinner 
party at her house. Sarah was generously gifting all the 
other guests a copy of my hilarious new novel, Easy To 
Like, House of Anansi Press . .. Wait! Had Sarah been 
reduced to giving the things away? How bad could sales 
be? Was the office manager over at Anansi screaming, 
"Get these boxes of Ed's book out of here before we get a 
visit from the Fire Marshall!"? It was only published two 
months earlier. Could a title be "pre-remaindered"? I guess 
that experienced publishers can sense these things. 
One dinner guest lost her common sense in a glass of 
wine and inquired what my novel "was about". I offered 
that its philosophical underpinning was a question 
of whether an inf armed aesthetic gave one a greater 
appreciation of some thing - pictures, wine, storytelling, 
etc. - or whether an original, naive, unmediated 
experience might not be truer or even more profound. 
Sarah was seated to my immediate right and overheard. 
She suggested in the strongest possible terms that I cease 
explaining the novel this way Better to say something like 
"my hilarious new novel ... ". Anansi goes from strength 
to strength and hauled in more than its share of big book 
awards that season so I had to accept she knew of what 
she spoke. I told her I wanted my next book to sell. She 
said I could try a redemptive ending for a change, instead 
of the big fat downers that are a singular trademark of 
my hilarious books. If I really meant to get all retail she 
could connect me with people who like the word "Virgin" 
in the title and content that justifies putting a swastika 
on the luridly illustrated covers. Coming soon from 
Edward Riche: The Virgin Redemption, the Second World 
War adventures of a plucky young nurse from Southern 
Ontario. Later in the evening, after a few more glasses of -
wine I did an imitation of my dog in the woods and Sarah 
said she would publish anything I wrote as it. 
Sarah is lucky to be married to Noah Richler who is, 
like myself, a onetime radio man. Townies will know 
Noah's Uncle as an Optometrist who once had a shingle 
on Duckworth Street. Noah's Dad was also in the books 
racket. Noah cooked supper that evening in Cabbagetown. 
As I \Vas saying my goodbyes and thank yous he asked if 
I had ever been to one of these Writer's Trust Galas. When 
I answered that I had not Noah offered to meet me in 
' 
the lobby of the Four Seasons, where the event was being 
held, so that we could go in together. Sarah, it turned out, 
vvould be off in Ottawa collecting an award with one of her 
authors that won the things. 
. Noah must have detected that I could use a guide. Early 
in the evening he gently grasped my elbow to steer me 
clear of a woman he told me sotto voce was "the most 
' ' detestable in Canadian letters." This reminded me of my 
late, dear friend, Michael Balser. We were walking down 
Queen Street West together one sunny afternoon when 
he suddenly yanked me into a store. ''just want to wait 
in here until a Celebrated Video Artist I know passes," he 
explained. Toronto can be so funny Noah left me in the 
safe company of Alyssa York (Fauna, Effigy), whom he 
vouched was one of the most pleasant women in Canadian 
letters. Noah had other business to which to attend: he'd 
spotted Ezra Levant, the guy who does that scary fat clown 
act on Cable Channel 297, and went to collect on a bet. 
Wow, a real arts gala, just the sort dissed by Prime 
Minister Steve Harper. Maybe my first arts event with a 
free bar. There were authors everywhere. This was high 
density Canlit. If literary festivals were like being a kid at 
camp, this was like one of those weird dreams where you 
are back in school. I registered standing next to Margaret 
Atwood and her heron of a husband Graeme Gibson. I 
talked to Rabindranath Maharaj (The Amazing Absorbing 
Boy), Terry Fallis (The Best Laid Plans), and Alison Pick 
(Far To Go). Shelagh Rogers invited me on her show, The 
Next Chapter. Some other authors I avoided, just as I had 
their recent books. 
To keep my operation going I write for the stage and 
screen as well as the page so I spend more time in the 
company of actors and directors and producers than I do 
with fellow writers. Authors, owing to the nature of their 
work, are solitary creatures so their congress is kind of 
rare and strange, like an algae bloom I once witnessed on 
the Baltic Sea. Actors and directors become garrulous and 
familiar with drink. They use their professional skills to 
charm. Their wily ways make you fall in love with them. 
Writers have none of that. Even after a few gratis glasses 
of merlot they startle when spoken to and possess the 
kind of charisma you associate with Asperger's Syndrome. 
- This-was an evening dedicated to good works, to 
raising money for a trust that helps the nation's writers. 
The talented Russell "Girl Crazy" Smith testified, via 
jumbotron, that even Canada's "successful" authors 
couldn't afford to eat the premium brands of cat food. How 
then to explain the presence of yet more free copies of my 
hilarious new novel Easy To Like at every place setting of 
the table to which I was assigned? Anansi couldn't give 
those puppies away fast enough. I even got one. 
The affable hosts for the evening were fell ow 
Newfoundlander and legendary Boy Scout Seamus 
O'Reagan, who had recently traded the smell of coffee and 
muffins in the morning for that of tear gas in the streets, 
and Amanda Lang, a CBC Businessatrix. They did a grand 
job of it. Only Ms Lang's jokes about her sidekick, some 
guy called Kevin O'Leary, flopped. Someone told me 
the O'Leary guy was "soooo Sun TV" and, like the late 
capitalism for which he shilled, "kind of. .. well ... 'over'." 
The event was wall-to-wall with the derided "elites". 
The table to which I was assigned were all corporate 
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lawyers who apologized for their vocation when 
introducing themselves. I explained that I was happily 
married to an attorney and they needn't pretend they 
didn't have anything interesting to say. It turned out 
Central Casting had sent up the Toronto corporate lawyer 
to my immediate right. He was a bright and witty dining 
companion. He was working for the tobacco industry, 
arguing that most smokers on whose behalf the state 
was now claiming compensation knew perfectly well 
the risks of inhaling all those delicious fags. I agreed, 
but offered that regardless of the facts he was going to 
lose his case and Big Tobacco's line was no better than a 
"I was just following orders" defence. We were getting 
along famously until I somehow doused him with the 
Zimbabwean red they were serving. I think it was my 
insistence on just about burying him in table salt to draw 
out the stain, madly flagging the staff to bring the tonnage 
of sodium chloride I required, that freaked out the rest at 
the table. And it was useless, his shirt cuff was as purple 
as knees in the blueberry patch. 
All the same it was a terrific evening, Toronto 
establishment types who saw the value of arts and 
culture in their society rubbing shoulders with Canadian 
literature's soldiers: writers and their editors and 
publishers and publicists and designers and all the rest. 
I worried though, in the end, about both groups and 
how the progressive views they shared were in jeopardy. 
Watching the smartly dressed guys and gals make for the 
exits, I'm sure there was a whiff of nostalgia detectable 
in the fading perfume and whiskey breath. Books were 
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giving way to tablets and handheld devices, everywhere 
people gazed on small screens instead of paper pages. 
This sophisticated Toronto crowd now had a barbarian 
running their burgh and the province was going bust 
having sent its jobs to China and Mexico. Canadians 
seemed less interested in the big national conversations. 
Cuts once unthinkable were being made to museums, 
libraries, schools, the national public broadcaster, and the 
population was pretty good with it. And even from this 
crowd I didn't hear that much protest. It's not the nature 
of these Torontonians to argue; they are too compliant, 
too obedient to fight back. 
Perhaps Canadians have come to the conclusion that 
their society should be known not for its culture but for 
loving hockey and being a welcoming tax environment 
for mining companies. If it was so easy to rename the 
"Government of Canada" "The Harper Government", 
how safe was Canlit? 
It's not yet a proper "Culture War" up in Canada, but 
there have been some serious skirmishes, there's been 
blood. As a frequent visitor I hope those advocates for a 
life defined by more than money, the mainland crowd 
who believe in Canadian books and pictures and plays 
and movies have some fight in them. I hope they hear 
and heed the enemy stirring in the dark out there, and 
ready themselves for the coming assault. It might be 
their last stand. B 
Edward Riche writes for film, television and stage and his 
latest novel, the hilarious Easy to Like, is available Jrom House 
of Anansi Press. 
Name: Gary Smart 
Graduating Class: 1985, B.Eng 
Favourite Song: Party All The Time -Eddie Murphy 
Fondest Memm:yofMemorial: Pleyin' D&D in the 
tunnels with the boys. Gnarly. 
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North West River, 1959. 
Cartwright wharf with salmon - IGA school and hospital beyond. Dr Padden with Inuit near Hebron. 
lnnu tent at Davis Inlet. Captain Small and locals watching fish at Black Island wharf. 
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Shackleton's Hut. 
Nurse aides with children patients. Above: Stone dog, Hebron. Below: Iceberg near Hebron. 
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In 1959 I had the goodfortune to 
spend the summer working as a 
volunteer medical student with the 
International Grenfell Association 
mission based at North West River 
under Dr Tony Paddon. 
ir Wilfred Grenfell had gone to Labrador in 1892 
and spent the remainder of his working life there, 
establishing hospitals and nursing stations, as 
well as raising funds to support them. In 1929 he was 
elected Rector of St Andrews University in Scotland and 
as a result of this connection European medical students 
like myself worked as IGA volunteers. 
Several significant events occurred in 1959. A 
huge forest fire came very close to the settlement of 
Port Hope Simpson. The most northern settlement, 
Hebron, closed down as the people were relocated to 
Makkovik and Nain, and the Moravian missionaries 
left after 130 years. The Grenfell medical boat, 
Maraval, made its last trip north. And tuberculosis, 
which had been rampant on the coast, was 
disappearing with the advent of curative drugs. 
In July I arrived by air in Gander and had to spend 
24 hours waiting for transport. That evening there was 
one of the most magnificent sunsets I have ever seen. 
The whole sky was pink and gradually deepened to 
red. The new airport, which had piped music playing 
everywhere, including the toilets, had only been open 
a year as a refueling point on the route from Europe to 
North America. 
I flew by Beaver, the great workhorse plane of the 
North, to St Anthony and after a short stop headed 
for Cartwright, named after George Cartwright 
(whose brother Edmund invented the spinning loom 
in England) who arrived in 1775 and spent 14 years 
there. He had taken about 400 people out to form the 
settlement but most left about 16 years later when 
American Privateers stole most of their boats. Flying 
at 5000 feet our way was blocked by smoke rising 
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twice that height being blown east from the huge bush 
fires near Port Hope Simpson. We had to turn back to 
Mary's Harbour, where we spent the night. 
The fallowing day we proceeded to Cartwright 
where I was left to stay at the dormitory, as the plane 
was returning to St Anthony Cartwright was mainly a 
fishing community with an IGA-run nursing station, 
school, and dormitory The settlement was across 
the bay and had two stores, but one had recently 
burned down. It was at Cartwright that I first met the 
mosquitoes and black flies which are prolific in the 
North in summer. They behave as if starving and cause 
much discomfort. 
As no plane came to retrieve me I sailed to North 
West River on the Burgeo, a steamer that plied its way 
from St John's to Goose Bay about every two weeks. 
Another steamer, the Trepassey, covered the north coast 
from Goose Bay to Hebron. 
Finally, on July 21, I reached North West River, 
established as a trading post in 17 4 3 by Louis Fernel, 
who traded with the Innu. The Innu still lived in a 
settlement across the river. There was no bridge then 
so one had to take a boat across to reach the end of 
the road to Goose Bay The settlement had a Hudson 
Bay store, a school with a dormitory for students from 
up the coast, and a new 40-bed hospital opened three 
years before, where I worked, and learned how to 
take and develop chest X-rays. There were not many 
vehicles because there wasn't anywhere to go outside 
the settlement. The hospital was staffed by Pad don, 
a second doctor, two nurses, five nurse aids, and a 
housekeeper. There was also a little Inuit man called 
Natan, who was the janitor. I remember him for his 
expertise at killing flies with a piece of elastic. 
I had several flights from North West River. The 
pilot there was Jeff Henderson, from Rhodesia (now 
Zimbabwe), who had flown spitfires during the War, 
and had flown in Australia, and in Malaya during the 
Emergency there, before coming to Labrador. He was an 
adventurous pilot, fun for a young person to travel with 
as he would fly low, even up rivers, close enough to see 
the moose grazing. 
One flight was to accompany a patient to St Anthony 
We flew over Port Hope Simpson and saw the devastation 
of the fire that had obstructed our passage north. It had 
reached within 300-400 m of the settlement, which was 
\vell placed out on a point by the lake. Another flight 
vvas to Makkovik, Hopedale, and Hebron, where Paddon 
was to visit an Inuit camp. On the way back we flew over 
the Kaumajet mountains, still partly snow-covered at 
the end of July, to Nain, where we did a clinic. It was a 
great experience to view this desolate land with glaciated 
rocks, lakes and rivers, stunted pine and spruce tree 
fores ts that diminished in size until the trees stopped 
altogether near the mountains north of Nain. Seeing this 
bleakness gave me a new appreciation for trees. 
Three weeks later I travelled for a month on the 
Maraval, leaving North West River on 21 August. 
Our first stop vvas Rigolet, at the east end of 70-mile-
long Lake Melville. Sailing on the Maraval was a rare 
opportunity to visit every little place where people were 
to be found that the ship could reach (it needed to draw 
only six feet of water). We X-rayed them, immunized the 
children against polio, which was still a serious problem, 
extracted rotten teeth, fitted glasses, and undertook 
general medical care. In Nain I helped with my first 
anaesthetic, repairing the fracture of a boy who broke his 
leg just before we arrived. 
From there we were out in the open sea until we 
turned into Kaipakok Bay and Postville. My memories 
of it are a beautiful pale pink dawn sky; that the 
sawmill, their main livelihood, had burned down 
the year before; that I had to check a well that was 
contaminated; and their unusual turn of phrase: 
whereas we might say something was pretty good, and 
most Labradorians would say, more sensibly, some good, 
in Postville everything was prefixed by ugly - ugly good 
or bad. 
On the way south Paddon was with us. Although 
\Ve had paid a thorough visit to Postville, he felt we 
should go there again. I could see no reason to do so 
but \Ve went. Half an hour before we arrived a boy fell 
and broke his arm so we were needed. Paddon had a 
six th sense. 
1-Iopedale, the next stop, was a moderate-sized 
settlement, but rather untidy, with refuse and cans strewn 
along the shore. As in Hebron the Moravian mission 
' bu·1d· h  ing ad been constructed in Europe, taken down, 
the pieces numbered, and rebuilt in Labrador. It was 
wooden and had no nails, only wooden pegs to keep 
it together. [The original 
Moravians were missionaries 
from central Europe. They had 
a major influence in Labrador 
with missions working mainly 
with the Inuit - in Makkovik 
(where the mission was 
founded in 1896), Hopedale 
(1782), Hebron (1830), Nain 
The 
inhabitants 
of Davis Inlet 
were fairly 
nomadic, of ten 
out hunting. 
(1771), and formerly at Okak (1776).] 
I had the opportunity to visit an Inuit house which was 
very sparsely furnished - two beds , a table , a couple of 
chairs, and a few boxes which were used as cupboards. 
The following winter in Davis Inlet there was an outbreak 
of an uncommon disease, botulism, due to infected seal 
meat being kept warm behind the stove. 
A major encroachment of modern development at that 
time was the Distant Early Warning Line (DEW) radar 
system across the north to watch for Russian intrusions 
during the Cold War. There was one at Hopedale situated 
on top of a hill overlooking the harbour. 
The inhabitants of Davis Inlet were fairly nomadic, 
often out hunting. The first European visitor was John 
Davis in 1586 on his way to look for the North West 
Passage. A trading post had been set up in 1831. The 
Catholic mission had only been established since 
1945 and was run by a Belgian priest, Father Peters. 
The surroundings were pleasant and wooded, but the 
conditions the Innu lived in were poor, mostly tents. 
The year before our visit 11 young children had died and 
only nine babies were born. 
Voisey Bay did not have the significance it has today 
To me it was the place where Amos Voisey lived. One 
winter, years before, when Paddon was on his dog team 
trip north, he received a message that old Voisey would 
like him to visit. This involved an extra 25 km each way 
up and down the bay During their conversation Voisey 
told him that he probably wouldn't be around when 
Paddon came next and he wanted to tell someone about 
a practical joke he and a friend had played in a lumber 
camp at Traverspine, near Goose Bay, when they were 
young. One day, when they were left in camp, they made 
large footprints that they stamped in the snow and then 
made signs of a scuffle. When the men returned they 
were so terrified that they grabbed their things and fled , 
never to return. The two youngsters didn't admit to their 
mischief and the legend of the Traverspine Monster was 
born. In his autobiography, Labrador Doctor, Paddon 
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recounts the visit to Voisey but does not mention this. 
Did he forget or did he not want to refute the legend? 
I returned to North West River briefly in 1998 and 
found that neither Paddon's wife nor sons had ever 
heard the story, nor had Doris Saunders in Goose Bay 
Saunders published Them Days, a quarterly magazine 
of old tales of Labrador. When I visited her and told 
her my account, she told me that she had planned to 
go to Traverspine during the next summer to look for 
evidence of this monster. She told me it was a big legend 
in Labrador. They even sold T-shirts with a large-footed 
monster on them. No one else seemed to know the tale, 
and why Paddon told me is a mystery Saunders asked 
me to write about it, which I did. 
Nain was a bigger settlement, with a population then 
of about 400, soon to be added to by resettlement of the 
people from Hebron. It had already had its population 
supplemented by the inhabitants of Nutak, further 
north. There was a newly-built nursing station a short 
distance from the village. Most of the people lived in 
small houses and the place had prospered since they had 
introduced better ways of preserving their fish catches. 
Many of the people were out at summer fishing camps 
in the islands, so we visited a number of them, such as 
Black Island, one of the few places where it was deep 
enough for the Mar av al to go alongside the dock. 
From there we travelled on an inside passage to 
Medusa Bay A high stony beach separated the bay from 
the ocean. In the area nearby there was a lonely hut. 
I was not able to find out who owned it or whether it 
was still used. It was lined with old newspapers and 
magazines. It was one of the most secluded huts I have 
seen anywhere in the world. Of course Labrador was not 
exactly bursting with people. 
Further north we had to seek shelter in Okak harbour 
because of bad weather. Okak had been a settlement on 
an island. Once there had been a thriving village, but, in 
1918, when the Spanish influenza pandemic struck, the 
community was devastated. In ten days the population 
dropped from 256 to 53. All that remained in Okak 
40 years later was the chimney of the old mission 
house, stones at the wharf, a few gravestones in the old 
cemetery, and the most amazing rhubarb I have ever 
seen - about two metres tall. 
From Okak we sailed though an amazing gap in the 
Mugford or Kaumajet mountains forming Mugford 
Tickle with cliffs hundreds of feet high on either side. 
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Hebron was being emptied because it was too remote, 
being 300 km north of the next settlement, Nain. 
The Moravians could no longer maintain the mission 
there. After some years' discussion the people were to 
be resettled at Nain, Hopedale, and Makkovik over 
two summers, but, when some moved, all but a family 
called Semigaks wanted to go. So in the second half of 
September 1959 they all relocated, mostly to Makkovik. 
In 2010 a memorial plaque was placed in Hebron 
commemorating the people who had left. 
Wandering over the hills there were piles of stones 
scattered here and there. Unsuspectingly I lifted one and 
found that it was a grave with a full skeleton inside. On 
a nearby islet was the stone dog of Hebron with its own 
mythical origin. 
Paddon told me another story about an Inuit man 
there who was rather a misfit. He was awarded one of 
a group of houses supplied by the government. While 
others were away hunting he stayed home. There are 
no trees around Hebron for firewood so he thought the 
lower planks would be useful to make a fire. Having 
removed the bottom layer he had a draft coming into 
his house, and he sawed a piece off the uprights to 
bring the sides to the ground. He repeated the process 
until he could no longer enter the house. When the 
others returned and asked what had happened to his 
house, he said it had gone up in smoke! Was it true or 
a good yarn? 
Going south we passed an iceberg in the bay The 
Bishop's Mitre and Mount Brave rose from the sea to 
over 1400 m, an impressive sight. 
At Medusa Bay at the end of Manver's Run, north of 
Nain, we jigged for cod. Those were the days when cod 
was abundant. We dropped a big hook on the end of a 
line and pulled it up and down until we struck a fish. In 
ten minutes we caught as many fish. 
Another lucky spot was at Tessiujuk River where 
we found two Inuit families. One of the women had 
the worst case of tuberculosis that I saw of all the 700 
X-rays I took on the voyage. We felt this justified the 
deviation on our journey, which had annoyed our 
skipper, Small, because he thought we were taking a 
frivolous fishing trip. The trout, char, and salmon were 
so plentiful that we caught as many as we needed in less 
time than it took to plan to fish. 
Imagine having to take 700 X-rays in four weeks, 
develop them, then label them, often with Inuit names, 
with which I was not familiar, like Igliliorte, and file 
them in order. That had to be done when we were 
at anchor and it was only part of the work. Then the 
sequence was to see Dr Gordon Waddell Thomas, the 
thoracic surgeon at St Anthony, who reviewed 
them after we returned. He remembered those who 
had been patients and could tell at a glance if there 
was any change in their X-rays. He was another 
remarkable man. 
This turned out to be the Maraval's last voyage to the 
north after 20 years service to the Grenfell Mission. Air 
transport was more available and X-ray machines could 
be tra11sported on them if necessary And tuberculosis 
rates were decreasing because of the discovery of 
effective treatment so that the mass annual X-ray surveys 
became unnecessary 
HOTOGRAPHY i FRAMING 
I was very privileged to work with a great doctor, 
Paddon, from whom I learned much, both medically 
and about Labrador. I was also very lucky to be on 
such an interesting voyage and to see so much of that 
wild, harsh, but haunting land from the sea and air. It 
had not changed much in nearly two centuries since 
the first settlements. When I returned briefly in 1998, 
Goose Bay had grown into a sizeable town with many 
modern amenities, but some other places, like Okak and 
Hebron, probably only show signs of desertion. 1111 
Kester Brown spent over five years in general practice in 
Canada. He eventually became a pediatric anesthesiologist 
and Director of Anaesthetics at the Royal Childrens Hospital in 
Melbourne, Australia. He was heavily involved in anaesthesia 
internationally through training people from 40 countries 
and his 20 years with the World Federation of Societies of 
Anaesthesiologists, of which he was President from 2000 to 2004. 
He became a Member of the Order of Australia in 1998. 
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FEATURE 
Away. The very word conjures up the 
call of far-off train, the midnight bawl 
of a departing ocean liner, the fading 
drone of that 7 4 7 in Gordon Lightf oot's 
Early Momin' Rain. It's a word freighted 
with adventure, distance, departure, 
and, for many, loss. 
Add a verb and it becomes a story plot: come away, 
go away, look away, give away, sing away, work away, fire 
away Not to mention turn away, lay away, stow away/ 
stowaway, cast away/casta~~y, get away/getaway And 
pass away 
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BY GARY L SAUNDERS 
Where away? cries the sailor. 
"Far awaaay in Australia/Soon will fate be kind ... " 
"Where's Daddy?" 
"Away in the country, my son ... " 
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In Middle English the word was spelled onweg or 
aweg - literally, "on one's way" It still resonates. Ask any 
Jew. Uprooted from Palestine by the Babylonians in 597 
BC, their ancestors were scattered to the four winds and 
most never returned. 
Closer to home, ask any highland Scot, any Louisiana 
Cajun (Acadian), any Afro-American child of slavery All 
suffered dislocation of one sort or another, the Scots in 
battle at Culloden Moor (1746), les Acadiens at bayonet 
point in Nova Scotia ( 175 5), the Africans in shackles 
(for centuries). 
For that matter, ask any Newfoundlander over 60. Our 
dispersal \Vas nothing like theirs - or we'd have known 
whom to blame. We experienced no grand derangement, 
to borrow the eloquent Acadian expression with its hint 
of madness. And nobody enslaved us - though the truck 
system came damned close. 
No; ours was a piecemeal affair, a long attrition 
played out over generations - Hell, it's still going on 
- a \Vandering in quest of jobs, security, health care, 
education. I could add "a better life," that meaningless 
catchall, but I won't because all told it wasn't and isn't. 
Like all migrations it severed people from all things 
fa1niliar, familial, homely, dear. No shots were fired, 
no banners raised, yet the ache was deep, especially 
for the aged. 
"Leaving Bragg's Island," declared one old man on a 
CBC TV's Land and Sea documentary, "near tore the heart 
' " out o me .... 
I \vas young then so it scarcely registered. But now I 
understand. A wise uncle of mine put it well: "At 70, like 
me, you wants to bide home." 
Last summer in Twillingate, my spouse and I witnessed 
a Resettlement re-enactment of sorts. Our front yard, 
w 11ch faces Green Bay, started to fill up with cars. 
Stepping outside to find out what was going on, we saw, 
far out on the water, barely moving, a building being 
to\ved by a blue longliner. This, we learned, was the fish 
firm Ashbourne's old Durrell shop on its way to the 
town museum. 
It wasn't even a house. Yet its appearance stirred 
enough memories to fill our yard with tourists and 
livyers watching a piece of our history pass by One 
could almost hear the young Gordon Pinsent railing at 
Resettlement in]ohn and the Missus. 
Before heading for Nova Scotia we went to see it on the 
beach where it came ashore. There it sat on three skids, 
its window glass removed for safekeeping and replaced 
by sky-blue cardboard, ready to be launched up to the 
Museum that weekend. Word had it you could pay 20 
bucks for a spot on the haul rope. But we had a ferry to 
catch , so we paid our respects instead. 
My first real experience of away also involved a boat. 
At age five or so, banished from Grandpa's wharf, I was 
moping in our back garden when a boulder caught my 
eye, one I hadn't seen before. It lay half submerged in 
tall hay One end rose to a rounded point like a skiff 
breasting green swells. It had barely room to kneel but 
the deck felt good under my knees. 
The miles I traveled on that rock! By whacking it with 
a stick I could get a passable engine noise. Any place 
the grownups talked about in my hearing, there I went, 
handy places like Tim's Harbour and Noggin Cove, 
exotic places like Carmanville, Fogo, and Twillingate. 
Mere names they were to me then, abstract sounds 
dropped in adult conversation. They were gateways to 
adventure. That pointy rock in its sea of grass proved 
better than a dozen wharves - and always got me home 
for supper. My mother liked that - and being able to 
monitor me out the kitchen window. 
My next experience of away happened two years later, 
in 1942, when Dad took Mom and me to visit her Fogo 
kin. For some reason we went by river canoe. Grandpa 
might have been expecting the coastal steamer Glencoe 
on her weekly visit and needed the motor boat to ferry 
freight ashore. Or perhaps Dad and his father were on 
the outs again. 
Whatever, the trip was a no small jaunt. For our little 
Evinrude outboard it was five-hour steam, half of it 
across open ocean. Dad picked a windless day The sea 
was calm as a clock, even boring. The only excitement 
came when, off Farewell Head, we saw what seemed like 
a bent black stovepipe slicing through the water. 
"Submarine periscope," yelled Dad above the motor's 
hum. "One of ours, I hope." Like the sub's captain, 
he was probably thinking of the vulnerable Botwood 
seaplane base just west of us. Prowling Nazi U-boats 
were becoming an inshore menace. That fall they would 
sink not only four iron ore carriers at dockside in Bell 
Island, but the ferry Caribou on her Cabot Strait run. 
The two attacks would kill over 200 people. 
The deadly periscope sank from sight. Dad held his 
course for Brimstone Head. After passing under its bald 
dome we entered what locals called The Canal. Its high 
timbered walls, green with slub (algae) at the waterline, 
amplified our motor's hum into a glorious racket. I'd 
never seen water so clear. Below in the bottle-green 
depths each pebble, crab, and periwinkle glowed like 
a gem. 
Suddenly Fogo's inner harbour yawned wide, revealing 
a town set in a bowl of bare hills. Under a suddenly hot 
sun a stench of kelp, salted fish, and cod oil enveloped 
us. We tied up briefly at Long Brothers' premises on the 
north side for Dad to do some business. While Mom and 
I waited in the canoe, two wharf idlers ambled over. 
"What do 'e s'pose she's made of?" said one, eying our 
home-built Gander River boat. 
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"Oh, likely some old slabs and whatall nailed 
togedder," said his crony At this insult to our 
craftsmanship my Gander Bay blood boiled. But my 
father, returning then, just laughed it off. Later, up at 
Aunt Fanny's, my mother explained. Some Fogo people, 
she said, felt better than us. 
"B t h 7" u w y. 
"Well, being cod fishermen, all summer they're up 
before dawn to reach the fishing grounds by sunup; 
while river folk, being lumbermen, guides, and trappers, 
sleep in. 'Gander Bay N oddies' they call them," she said. 
"And what do they call themselves?" 
"Fogo Jumpers," she said, chin high. So in Fogo, 
Ultima Thule of my dream voyages, I was a foreigner! 
Well, half a foreigner. It was my first culture shock. 
There would be other shocks, shocks of language, 
custom, and faith, when we moved to StJohn's a few 
years later. But that's another story 
The ten-dollar word for all this is diaspora. It 
comes from the Greek speiro, to scatter, as in sowing 
seeds. Capitalized, it refers to the Jewish experience. 
Uncapitalized, it can refer to anyone, including 
Newfoundlanders. 
We came late to this diaspora racket. Come-from-
aways ourselves, we arrived from England just behind 
the Portuguese and alongside the French. Like the 
French, we came for the fish, but not, at first, to settle. 
Who'd want to? This New Found Lande was no 
A E Housman West Country full of larks and daffodils. 
Its beetling cliffs and scrub forest were for bidding, 
its winters interminable, its spring plagued by Arctic 
ice. The 400-year Little Ice Age that had doomed the 
Greenland settlements wouldn't loosen its grip for 
another century 
Yet enough of us stayed, clinging to headlands 
and islands, moiling for cod and seals and firewood, 
until one day we could call it home. Even so, as the 
population rose and cod dwindled, some had to leave. 
The fishery was fickle anyway, and world markets 
unreliable. And the merchants, some of them, were 
flinty-hearted profiteers. 
Even before 1900, a trickle took ship yearly from St 
John's for "The Boston States." Then, after the trans-
island railway was completed, the magnet became 
Upalong - Toronto and West. World War II helped 
eastern Newfoundland's economy, but by the 50s the 
trickle had become a torrent. It continues to this day, 
now to Fort Mac. 
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Every Island and 
Labrador family has its 
departure tale. My family's 
wasn't fishery-based, 
Gander Bay's chief resources 
being salmon - George 
Skeffington from Bonavista 
Bay was netting them there 
in 1725 - lumber, and 
guiding sports. 
We weren't typical in that 
Dad was a merchant's son 
"Daddy," she 
said, "how come 
when you talk 
to Uncle Calvin 
on the phone 
you sound like a 
Newfoundlander?" 
and a graduate of Bishop Feild College. But otherwise 
our story follows well-worn ruts. Returning home, 
he traps beaver and muskrats a season or two with 
an uncle. Seeing no future in it, he works briefly in 
Montreal selling car batteries door-to-door (too French, 
too heavy), rides the Harvest Excursion train out West 
(winters too cold), settles on a Toronto job selling 
men's duds on Yonge Street for a year, returns home. In 
Clarke's Head he meets cute new raven-haired Fogo-
born postmistress, follows her and friends to New York, 
where both find jobs. Newly married, she sends her kid 
brother Harry in Fogo a postcard showing the Biltmore 
Hotel where she works as a telegrapher. On the back she 
scrawls, "What do you think of this?" 
Wall Street's 1929 crisis finds them in Buffalo, where 
a baby boy arrives - my American brother. My father-to-
be tries selling Prudential insurance but jobless people 
are reneging on premiums so they move to Huntsville 
where he tries but fails at trapping mink. They return 
home broke, toddler in tow, to ride out the Depression. 
After the War they move around a lot - twice to St 
John's (three addresses), once to Lewisporte, once to 
Toronto to join my brother who with his Bonavista Bay 
chum Boyd Reader has found work at a Swift's meat-
packing plant. 
Back home, my father and his brother Don open an 
outfitting businesses on the river. Since most of their 
clients arrive by air, my parents move to Gander. He's 
happy on his beloved river, she likes the conveniences 
and only occasionally pines for city lights. 
Stories like this echo from every bay, cove, town 
in Newfoundland and Labrador. Expat Islanders and 
their offspring now outnumber their kin back home. 
They have their own clubs in New England, Toronto, 
Fort Mac where they dance the old jigs and sing the 
old songs. Every chance, any excuse they return to the 
Night Ferry, oil, 1 5.5" x 23.5", Gary L Saunders, 2011 . 
Rock. Home from Away "Home is the sailor, home from 
sea/ And the hunter home from the hill." 
Makes one wonder whether Parzival Copes, the 1960s 
MUN economics professor who notoriously opined that 
our Island couldn't support more than a few hundred 
thousand people, was right after all. (Right or wrong, 
Copes got pilloried for his trouble.) 
And your writer, if he's so fond of Newfoundland, 
how come he lives in Nova Scotia? Well, long 
story short, in college Upalong on a 1950s forestry 
scholarship, he met a pretty red-haired New Brunswick 
teacher, married her, settled in Lewisporte, saw no 
forestry future, followed an old dream to Toronto, spent 
two years teaching forestry at MUN, finally landed a job 
to his liking among the Bluenosers. 
Does he ever return home? Oh yes. Once a year on 
average, oftener since she fell in love with Twillingate. 
Years ago, in the 80s, we brought our kids one time. 
Some n1onths later, back in Nova Scotia, my brother 
called to talk. When we hung up my youngest daughter 
looked puzzled. 
"Daddy," she said, "how come when you talk 
to Gncle Calvin on the phone you sound like a 
Newfoundlander?" What could I say? That I mislaid my 
accent somewhere in Toronto at age 15 and only regain 
it in kindred company 
We expatriates are home-haunted. Away, we pine for 
the Rock, for the Labrador. The harder the times back 
there, the fiercer our devotion. Why, Newfoundlanders 
wintering in Florida still smuggle in cartons of salt cod 
for scoffs of fish and brewis. 
But back to Bragg's Island. Of all our peregrinations, 
the government-subsidized Resettlement scheme was 
the most painful. It was almost draconian, pitting family 
against family, parent against child. 
Not that it affected us much in Gander Bay But if 
you lived on an island, the choice was stark: move 
away (that word again) or forgo teachers, medical 
care, roads, bait depots, you name it. Move away en 
masse and you'd get so much per family to start your 
new life in a "growth centre," a place with jobs, indoor 
plumbing, doctors, nurses, teachers, the good life, 
guaranteed. 
That's not how it panned out. In fairness, 
Resettlement was already happening voluntarily, had 
been since the 1920s at least. Former Premier Joseph R 
Smallwood merely organized it, expedited it. Anyhow, 
that's all bilge water now. 
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Yet the angst still lingers. One finds it in our literature, 
in our arts, in our culture. Something got lost back there, 
something deeper than maudlin sentiment, more profound 
than economic growth. Right now we're distracted by the 
oil boom, but in quieter time we remember. 
In 1969 I happened to go to Brunette Island to 
collect ptarmigan for an introduction my Nova Scotia's 
Department of Lands & Forests was doing with 
Newfoundland's consent. The thinking was that Scatari 
Island off Sydney had identical habitat and the birds 
might thrive there. 
We took the RCMP cutter to the island and landed 
at Mercer's Cove, where there was a wildlife cabin built 
for the earlier caribou and bison introductions. Wading 
ashore that June - the wharf was gone - I thought what 
a lovely place to live. Ochre yellow houses strung like 
beads along the curving road. Grass as green as Erin's. 
White wooden church on the hill. 
Trouble was, a loud silence brooded over all. No dogs 
barking, no children's cries, no sounds of carpentry 
Walking the grassed-over, alder-lined road, I flushed a 
snipe. The community well stood open to the sky Peering 
down, I saw not bright water but something gray and 
white floating, smelling of death. 
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A body?!? No, just the buoyant hide of a caribou that 
had wandered into the deserted village some snowy 
night and tumbled in. 
Outside a boarded-up house I found a pair of a wool 
carding blocks in the grass. Farther along on an empty 
veranda sat a baby cradle, rocking in the ocean gusts. 
The church's front doors hung open but its coloured 
glass windows were intact. Along the central aisle, 
where newlyweds had floated to organ music and 
coffins had inched toward the cemetery, offertory 
envelopes lay scattered. 
The organ was gone. Was the bell still in its belfry? 
I can't recall. Perhaps, somewhere on the Island, a train 
was ringing it at that moment. A lot of church bells 
got resettled in this way No wonder they sounded 
so lonesome. 
All this I afterward poured out in a letter to my friend 
David Quinton. He wove it into a CBC Land and Sea 
television program which was later aired nationally on 
This Land. Between us we created a kind of Resettlement 
requiem. It needed one. For it was a dark time. It gave 
away a bad name. llCt1 
Gary L Saunders is a writer and artist originally from Gander Bay. 
Emily: Song of a Newfoundland Life is a story written in verse and based on the life of 
the author's maternal grandmother, Emily Nolan, who was born in rural 
Newfoundland in 1900. Readers will also enjoy the photos of original 
hand-hooked rugs by artist Kaaren Batten. 
The musical recording of Emily is available for free download 
in mp3 format. Visit: http://www. denisebatten. word press. com 
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Finton Moon is a child who feels like an alien 
within his own family and community. Born 
with the ability to heal with his hands, Finton 
fears he will be trapped forever with people 
who both misunderstand and abuse him. 
FINTON MOON 
Gerard Collins 
Fiction 
ISBN-13: 978-1-897174-90-6 
5.5" x 8.5" / 250 pp I $19.95 
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ARTICLE 
Jumping Ship on Fogo Island 
A Famous Norwegian Author and his Newfoundland Rescuer 
BY AGNES WALSH 
IN 1999 THE FILM MISERY HARBOUR 
WAS CO-PRODUCED IN CANADA 
AND NORWAY. IT WAS BASED 
ON A SEMI-AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL 
ACCOUNT OF AN INCIDENT 
IN DANISH NOVELIST AKSEL 
SANDEMOSE'S LIFE. AMONG THE 
MANY EVENTS IN THE CELEBRATED 
AUTHOR'S CAREER - HIS WORK 
WITH THE NORWEGIAN RESISTANCE 
DURING WW2, HIS NOBEL-PRIZE 
NOMINATION - SANDEMOSE 
ALSO HAD A PROFOUND 
ADVENTURE IN NEWFOUNDLAND 
ALMOST 100 YEARS AGO. 
knew Sandemose's work from the mid-70s, when 
my father took sick and I temporarily left the city for 
Placentia to help my mother care for him. I found 
the evenings long and I decided to use my Memorial 
University library card to do some research reading. 
The project that I gave myself was to read all the writers 
that I could find from the Scandinavian countries. I was 
already a big fan of the Swedish film director Ingmar 
Bergman because of the way he explored life, love, and 
death. I had also read the Norwegian Knut Hamsun's 
existential and character-driven novels. So I started 
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taking books off the shelves from the Nordic section 
of the library. I usually read a page or two before 
putting them in bags and can barely remember most 
of them. There was a collection of short stories from 
the Faeroe Islands that I liked a lot. But the top prizes 
were two writers that I still go back to: Halldor Laxness 
and Aksel Sandemose. 
Laxness struck me as so fresh, so alive, and so very 
funny His writing can be absurd and tender at the 
same time and he loved taking the piss out of his own 
countrymen, its politics, and its sagas. I must have read 
The Atom Station 20 times and then, some 20 years later, 
I adapted it (with Stan Dragland's help) into a stage play 
for RCA productions in 1994. 
Then there was this other writer, Sandemose. He was 
born in Denmark in 1899. His father, Jorgen Nielsen, 
was a blacksmith; his mother, Amalie Jacobsdatter 
Sandemose, was a Norwegian who had come to 
Denmark in the 1870s to work as a housemaid. After 
leaving school he attended a seminary for one year 
in 1914. After that he went to sea and lived for short 
periods in Newfoundland and on the Canadian prairies. 
He also spent time in the West Indies. He was living 
and writing in Denmark for his first few books and was 
given a Danish stipend, but then moved to Norway. 
When the Nazis invaded Norway, Sandemose, active in 
the Resistance movement, fled to Sweden. He returned 
to Norway after the war and lived there until he died. 
The characters in his first collection of short stories 
were settlers in Labrador and sailors at sea. The most 
striking characteristic in all his novels and stories 
was the idea of the outcast. Sometimes it was hard to 
figure out if the outcast was a good or bad guy Usually 
there was a dark secret that would unravel throughout 
the story. His insights were often Freudian in how he 
explored the human psyche and took on complex moral 
problems; he reminds me of Joseph Conrad in that way 
I was very interested in how he looked into 
the da.rk secrets of the mind and especially how 
he liked to explore the oppressing atmosphere of 
small town living. 
Sandemose published in a steady stream until his 
death in 1965. His greatest novel, in my opinion, 
was 1-he Werewolf (Varulven), released in 1958 and 
translated into English in 1965 (as far as I can figure 
out). In the introduction to The Werewolf, Harald S 
Naess quotes Sandemose: " ... as I write I look deeper 
into myself ... I believe I have never had any other goal 
than finding out what man is. Wherefrom? Wherefore? 
I feel deep contempt for people who sit scribbling 
together words, sentences, chapters and do not move 
on th_e outermost edge of consciousness where you 
hear the screams from the inferno." Always Sandemose 
seen1.s to be looking for subconscious layers behind the 
actions and non-actions of our everyday lives. 
Of course, over the years my literary interests 
moved on from the Scandinavian writers but never 
excluded them. I am very fond of the Norwegian 
writer Per Petterson and I can see strains of 
Sanctemose in his writing. 
Bt1t, last year my interest was piqued again while 
I Wets once again doing research, this time for the 
Shorefast Foundation on Fogo Island. I came across a 
book titled Tales of Fogo Island that was compiled and 
edited by Della Coish in 1999. In this there is a story 
about a man named Aksel Nielson who jumped ship 
on Fogo Island in 1916 and that he was greatly helped 
by u local man named Walter William Ludlow. I knew 
that Sandemose had changed his name from Nielson to 
Sa11demose so I knew I had my man, so to speak. And 
I had a lead, a possibility of a Ludlow family member 
to Lalk to who might remember the incident. I was 
going to Fogo Island soon anyway and so I decided to 
ch~ck it out. 
On the island I began asking around and was told 
thc:tt Walter Ludlow's son Arthur was still there and 
that he was very well inf armed on Sandemose's time 
on Fogo. 
Arthur Ludlow lives in a lovely old house in] oe 
Ba.tt's Arm. He is 99 but could pass for 70. He and 
his home care worker, Mildred, greeted me warmly 
Arthur is full of fun and his manner is teasing and very 
open-hearted. I asked him if he had heard of Aksel 
Sandemose through his father and he said, "I more 
than heard of him, my dear. I know the whole story" 
I asked him if he would tell me and he said he'd be 
delighted. "And," he said, "after I tell you what I know 
I have a surprise for you!" 
So Arthur told me that it was indeed his father, 
Walter, who helped Sandemose after he had jumped 
ship. Arthur said that he was a child when this 
happened, too young to remember it, but he said that 
his father talked about it a lot to him. Arthur told me 
that it was in the fall of 1916. The Danish schooner 
Katrina had finished loading dry cod at Earle & Son in 
Fogo harbour and was to leave the following day On 
board the Katrina was a young Danish sailor by the 
name of Aksel Nielson. He had been treated harshly 
by the first mate, who had even ordered him aloft 
when he had an eye infection and could hardly see. 
He was afraid that, if he stayed on the schooner for 
the return voyage, the mate would do him great harm. 
So under the cover of darkness he jumped ship. He 
slipped into a shed on the wharf and at dawn made 
his way to the hills above the Earle premises. For two 
days and two nights he wandered the hills until he 
reached the western side of Brimstone Head. It was 
there that Arthur's father, Walter, stumbled upon the 
sailor. Walter was out on the hills looking for rabbits 
and he had brought his spyglass with him so he could 
also keep an eye on the boat that his father was fishing 
out of. Walter was looking out over the water and 
down around the hills when he saw a figure moving 
about the grass, who was crouching and seemed to be 
covered in glitter from the moisture in the air and the 
cold temperatures. Walter went down and discovered 
it was a young man of no more than 16 or 1 7. He was 
soaking wet and shivering and also appeared very 
frightened. He knew no English so Walter signaled to 
him that he meant him no harm and wanted to help 
him. The young sailor managed to communicate to 
him that he had been treated badly on the schooner 
and that he feared for his life if he had to return to it. 
So Walter did his best to make him understand that he 
would go for help and bring him to a place to hide out. 
Walter went off to get his friend, Charlie Chaffe. He 
knew that Charlie was building a new house and that 
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Arthur Ludlow, 99 years young, in his home in Joe Batt's Arm. Photo credit: Agnes Walsh. 
Charlie would let the young sailor conceal himself 
there. When Walter and Charlie returned to the spot 
the young man was gone but they found him soon 
enough and told him of their plan. They hid him in 
Charlie's house in the daytime and when night fell they 
took him up to Walter's to sleep and to eat. This went 
on for a few days and then word got around that the 
Katrina was still in port due to bad weather and that 
the captain was offering a $20 reward for the missing 
sailor. But they kept him safe for nine days and finally 
the Katrina set sail and left Fogo Island. 
Now, as Arthur tells it, $20 was a lot of money in 
those days but Walter and Charlie believed the young 
man and so they protected him. It wasn't long after 
that the men found work for Nielson in the lumber 
camp at Millertown. They supplied young Aksel with 
a change of clothes and a bit of money and put him on 
board the SS Clyde. And that was the last they saw of 
him ... for a while. 
Years went by and then one day Walter received a 
letter from Nielson who wrote that he had made it to 
the lumber camp and then went on to St John's where 
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he shipped aboard a vessel bound for Portugal and 
that he finally made his way back to Denmark. Several 
more years passed until Walter received another 
letter, this time in very good English. In it he stated 
that he was a writer with several books published. 
His first book was Fortaellinger Fra Labrador (Stories 
from Labrador), in 1923, and it was dedicated to 
Walter. He also wrote that he had changed his name 
to Sandemose and that he would like to come back to 
Fogo Island for a visit. Walter encouraged this, and 
around 1939 Sandemose returned and stayed for two 
and a half months. 
Arthur remembers the visit very well. He said that 
Sandemose became part of the family and even went 
out fishing with them and did a lot of the cooking. He 
was also very interested in retracing his steps from the 
wharf to the hills where he was found by Walter 22 
years previously Something that stands out in Arthur's 
mind is the sound of Sandemose's typewriter, because 
every evening after supper he would ascend the stairs 
and write until late in the night. "I suppose he was 
writing more novels," said Arthur. 
Sandemose stayed in touch through letters and 
photographs and often sent his books. He had a son 
whom he called Walter, after his rescuer. Walter heard 
from Sandemose only once more before Sandemose's 
death in 1965. 
"Now," said Arthur to me, "come in here, into 
the living room, and I'll show you something." So 
I fallowed Arthur into the other room and he took 
a wooden box from a cabinet and placed it on the 
table. "Now come closer," he said, "and have a look." 
He opened the sizeable box and in it lay books, 
letters, postcards and newspaper clippings. "This is 
all the correspondence that my father got from Aksel 
Sandemose over the years. I saved every bit and for 
years and years it was in envelopes and f alders and I 
decided one day that it was too important, so I built 
this box. After all, it's a pretty rare thing, this story, 
isn't it? And that man was nominated for the Nobel 
Prize for Literature several times. That's no small 
thing, now is it?" 
I had to agree that it certainly wasn't. I sat with 
Arthur and looked at the photographs of Sandemose 
and his family and children. I saw photos of his 
return trip to Fogo Island and his walks around 
the hills. His novel En Flyktning Krysser Sit Spar 
(A Fugitive Crosses His Tracks), 1933, was there, 
translated into English, as well as newspaper 
clippings of his awards and publishing news, and also 
an article about his return trip to Fogo Island written 
in Norwegian, I believe. I read out loud some of the 
letters and postcards and I could see Arthur was very 
moved and proud of the contents of this box. It was 
all a marvel to me. The story of Sandemose's rescue 
and then his return to the island. Of all the books he 
had published, of how he had named his son after 
a man who was kind to him. And last but not least 
was the marvel of Arthur saving all this material for 
almost a century and for building a box to house this 
unique story of a remarkable friendship. mr!l 
Agnes Walsh is an actor, playwright, and a former poet laureate 
of St john's. 
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SHAKESPEARE AT THE BINGO PERM 
BY BERNI STAPLETON 
elinda Gushue vvas deep inside her second-to-
best favourite daydream and about to receiYe 
her Lotto 6/49 winning cheque for $32 million. 
In one hand she clutched a one-way around the world 
travel ticket and with the other she balanced the 
super-sized cheque. Thirty-two million dollars was 
light as a feather, if too big to put in her purse. She 
was headed to places unknown, not any tourist traps 
or resorts, but to exotic locations where no one spoke 
any English and could not ask her any such questions 
as, "When are you going to find yourself a good man?" 
Or, "When are you finally going to see sense about 
The Bingo Perm Palace?" As if good men grew on 
trees and all she had to do was pluck one like a plum 
and take him home. As if she was not aware that the 
mortgage on The Palace was six months overdue and 
she was sleeping in the back laundry room of her 
beauty shop because the bank had already taken her 
house. As if she was not aware that said house was 
now boarded up and peeling because no one was left 
in the tiny town of Raven's Harbour to buy it but the 
bank would rather it stood empty. 
But such cares were far away, as confetti rained down 
in sparkly drifts and soon she would be flying first 
class with no baggage, no carry-ans, nothing packed 
but a new toothbrush tucked into a side pocket of 
her purse. Belinda planned to buy everything new at 
some fancy European shop in Paris or Rome where 
everything was made on special order and nothing 
was ever like anything else. Where she would be 
nothing like anyone else and at long last only entirely 
herself. Which is when a cellphone began to trill, 
pulling her out of the daydream and back into the sad 
surroundings of The Palace and into Wavey Crawford's 
long list of complaints about why coming home for 
the two-week turnaround was a big waste of time 
and money. 
"What is the point anymore, Blin? There is no point 
anymore." Wavey had a habit of answering her own 
questions. "I tell you, Blin. I tell you. What is the 
point of the two-week turnaround if all you do is turn 
around and go back out again?" 
Belinda had to think before she opened her mouth. 
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"But isn't the point of the two-week turnaround to 
turn around and go back out again?" 
"It doesn't take me two weeks to turn around and go 
back out again. It takes me three flipping days to get 
here and three to get back out again." 
"Then maybe you need to do a six-day turnaround. 
Aren't you going to answer your phone?" 
Wavey checks the caller ID, checks her makeup in 
the shop's mirror. 44 Nope. It's mom. Again. Voicemail 
will pick it up. I told her to come with me and I'd 
treat her to a roller set the way she likes, but she 
won't come because her hair's dirty." She resumes her 
rant about the two-week turnaround. "It's not the six 
days tra\ el that does my head in. It's the week spent 
here trying to convince myself that it's worth it. I feel 
like I've got one foot in Fort Mac and one foot here 
in Raven's Harbour and my other foot is up my own 
ying-yang cause I've got to kick my own backside 
from one end of the country to the other." 
Belinda picks up a comb and starts to check the 
ends of Wavey's asymmetrical pageboy. "Tell your 
mom that dirty hair is the best hair for a set and 
comb-out,'' She says. "I can do the usual tight curl 
on her, like I always do. But I'll wash it for her if she 
wants. Although dirty hair takes a spray and holds it 
better than glue." Wavey gives a laugh. 4'No, my dear, 
mom will be over here the once looking like a million 
bucks and all the while talking about how she's not fit 
to be out in public. I offered to pay for a housekeeper 
to come in for her once or twice a week and she 
said it would be too exhausting to have to clean the 
house that of ten because she couldn't have someone 
else sizing up her dirt. I told her the only reason that 
I'm home at all anymore is to make sure she's not 
mouldering with her head stuck in the deep freeze 
wondering which frozen dinner to microwave for her 
supper. You'd think she'd be a little easier to get along 
with. I told her a nice little wash and roller set \vould 
do her good. Plus you need the business, God knows." 
Belinda stops her comb-through for a second and 
meets Wavey's eyes in the mirror. Wavey grabs her 
friend's hand. "I'm sorry, hon. I didn't mean to come 
off sounding like that. I'm sorry. " 
They both look around at the once resplendent 
but now dingy Bingo Perm Palace. Five faux-marble 
custom-made beauty stations, five sinks with faux-teak 
foot rests and five hair dryers with genuine leather-
covered chairs sit collecting dust. The bingo ball 
machine still works but no one comes any longer to 
play for the chance to win a free facial mud mask or a 
hundred dollar jackpot while the perm rods work their 
chemical smelly magic. 
The first and only customer in a dog's age now sits 
at the only styling station ever used anymore, and that 
one with about the same frequency as actual Ravens 
were ever seen at all in Raven's Harbour. Even the birds 
were on their own turnaround but it seems like they 
f argot to come back. 
Belinda tries not to sound defensive. "People don't 
go in for perms much anymore." 
"Much? At all, you mean. Perms went out with 
pleated pants and shoulder pads." 
"What's wrong with pleated pants?" 
"They make you look hippy." 
Belinda sighs and unobtrusively tries to suck in her 
hips and wishes she could take up smoking again. 
Smoking like the way it used to be in the good old 
days when perms were popular. Not smoking like it 
is now, having to hang her head out the laundry room 
window like a thief trying to get in the wrong way. If 
she'd known how it was going to go with smoking she 
would have put in much larger windows when she did 
the reno. 
"I thought you told me that vintage was all the rage. " 
"Vintage is more upscale than just what you 
scrounge from out of the bottom of your closet, Blin. " 
"Is that there what you're wearing called vintage?" 
"It's a 1975 Diane von Furstenberg." Wavey shakes 
her head. "Get away from me with that plastic cap, 
Blin. Caps are so passay." 
"What?" 
"Passay As in, so past it Missus. No one hauls streaks 
through caps any more. Foils are all the rage now." 
"Well, I know. I was thinking of going into foils, but 
I've got to use up all my caps first." 
"Get away from me with that crochet hook." 
"It's to pull your hair out through the holes in the 
cap. To put your streaks in, Wavey." 
"Oh my God, Blin. This is what I mean about 
coming home. It's like a direct line back to the nineteen 
hundreds." 
"When?" Belinda tries 
to imagine the equipment 
required for an 18th 
century perm. 
"The nineteen hundreds! 
1995, whatever." 
"I know the caps are 
old-fashioned, but I can't 
remember the last time I 
was able to afford to go 
to a hair show." Wavey 
is getting on her nerves, 
to tell the truth. Her and 
If she'd known 
how it was 
going to go with 
smoking she 
would have put 
in much larger 
windows when 
she did the reno. 
her live-in boyfriend with their perfect alternating jobs 
out in Fort Mac. Herm goes out for two weeks while 
Wavey stays home and then when he comes home for 
two weeks off, Wavey goes out and takes his place in 
the camps. They've got the perfect love relationship. 
And here Wavey is, with her perfect blonde windblown 
hairdo, turning down her nose at her best friend's best 
hair salon techniques. Wavey Crawford. Surviving 
daughter and heir to the late funeral home mogul Dale 
Crawford, inventor of the human/pet burial mega-
chain People&Paws. Although, in Belinda's very closely 
held opinion, burying people along with their pets in 
the same cemetery was a waste of money. As in the case 
of old Gertie Fiander who had the bad luck to live to 
be 80. By the time she passed on, all of her resources 
had already been spent on adjoining plots for five cats 
and three dogs. When she died there was no cash left 
to put herself in the ground. Folks sure did go in for it, 
though. For a while. 
But there was no longer any funeral home in Raven's 
Harbour, or much of anything else. Since the divided 
highway was built traffic no longer had to suffer the 
potholes through town but made an uninterrupted 
bee-line over the highway for the hulking Wal-Mart 
that loomed on the horizon. That Wal-Mart had 
everything in it a person could want or need. A 
McDonald's and a bank, which shared a drive-through 
lane, with the result that folks could simultaneously 
place a burger order and withdraw the cash to pay for 
it. Many times the night teller opened a deposit bag to 
discover a Quarter Pounder. There was a PhotoMart, 
an Optometrist, and Eyeglass Shoppe, and, tragically, a 
Beauty Salon: From Hair to Etannity (it also boasted a 
tanning bed). About the only thing the Wal-Mart didn't 
have was a funeral parlour, but anyone left in Raven's 
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Harbour was too tired and used up to expire anyway. 
All the folks fit to die waited until they were out west. 
"Never mind the highlights. Just give it a trim." 
Wavey says. "Only be careful because it's meant to be 
on a diagonal like that. Have you ever trimmed an 
asymmetrical before? No, you probably haven't, hon. 
Maybe just flat iron it. I'll still pay you the same. And 
once mom gets hers washed and set and dried, she'll 
be over for you to do it all over again, for sure. We're 
going over to Little Way for the dinner theatre." 
"What's that?" 
"I dunno. Some festival some crowd have got 
started up over there. You get a roast chicken dinner 
and they're putting off A Midsummer Nice Dream. 
Something like that." 
"What's A Midsummer Nice Dream?" 
"Some play. I don't know who'd traipse over that 
road to Little Way to see anything, but when I booked 
our tickets the lady on the phone said they were almost 
sold out. And they seat a hundred or something like 
that. Shakespeare. That one, remember that one we 
had to do in Grade 11 ?" 
Belinda remembers, seeing as how the memory of 
the one time she was ever on stage happens to be a 
significant part of her first-best daydream ever. Except 
in her daydream, unlike in real life, she did not get 
stuck behind the flats in the high school production 
and therefore miss her crucial (and only) entrance as 
a shepherdess. And in her daydream she was not a 
shepherdess but a very svelte and bewitching young 
heroine. In real life Wavey had had the lead. Belinda 
smiled as her friend carried on with reminiscences. 
"It was Some Like It Hot. And I played whatsername." 
Belinda laughs out loud. "Oh, Wavey. It was called As 
You Like it and I think you were Roz or someone. And I 
think it's Night's." Wavey bristles. "What's Night's?" "Um, 
the name of the play. It's A Midsummer Night's Dream." 
"Oh, well, frig. But anything to pass the time. 
I hope to God you can get a decent drink. A nice 
chocolate Martini. God, Blin. Remember when the 
plant was going and every Friday we'd all get on the 
razzle dazzle? Talk about l'aughs. That's the thing about 
getting older. The laughs are never the same." 
Belinda runs the flat iron through Wavey's already 
flat as a pancake hair and sizes up her friend. Wavey 
is still a looker. For some reason the crow's feet and 
lip lines make her appear smarter and more mature. 
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"God, the times we spent under those dryers. A few 
laughs, a few games of bingo and then over to the 
club." Wavey's got her prattle going. Belinda smiles and 
says, "Two shifts going at the plant seven days a week. 
Every Friday at 5 the whistle blows and out they come. 
A gaggle of women with a hot cheque and ready for a 
hot time. The smell of fish and perm solution. Those 
were the times. Warming up the bingo machine and 
everyone who got a straight line had to take a shot. 
All that crowd is like yourself now. Working out west. 
Home for the two-week turnaround. Gone again. And 
fewer and fewer bother to come back at all." 
Wavey grabs her friend again, this time by the arm. 
"Blin. I can get you on at the camp out in Mac. There's 
good money in it. You could even upgrade yourself 
and get on at one of the box store salons. There's no 
shame in it, to give up here. We all did it, it's the new 
normal. There's hardly anyone I know who hasn't had 
something repo'd or repossessed or foreclosed on. 
That's why out west is so good. It's a clean start. A 
fresh start. It's not too late for you, Blin. Just look at 
yourself." 
Belinda gives herself a shy look in the mirror, takes 
in the still-rosy cheeks, the softly greying hair, the 
rounded hips which will never suck back in again. 
She pats her friend and gently runs the flat iron along 
another strand of hair. "But I wouldn't be able to 
handle the turnaround, Wavey." 
End of Part One. ml 
Berni Stapleton is an actor, playwright, and artistic director of 
the Grand Banh Regional Theatre Festival. 
Nunatsiavut 
1. 
Tutsialauttut Katimmavimmi. 
Nunakkut pinasualauttut. 
Nunatsiavut . 
. . 
11. 
Tutsiavugut Katimmavimmi. 
N unakku t pinasuavugu t. 
N unatisiavut. 
111. 
Tutsialattut Katimmavimmi. 
Nunakkut pinasualattut. 
Nunatsiavut. 
"Nunatsiavut: They prayed in the church. They hunted 
on the land. We pray in the church. We hunt on the 
land. They will pray in the church. They will hunt 
on the land." With this poem, I wanted to show a 
continuation of tradition - past, present and into the 
future. I also wanted to make a link between spiritual 
practice (which has been influenced by the Moravians) 
and hunting on the land. 
Unnuak 
Una unnuak. 
KakKilittuk tutsiavigivajuk. 
Tu tsiagiasi vunga. 
S ingigiasi vunga. 
Una saimmasimanik. 
"Night. This is night. The Nightingale sings. I am 
about to pray I am about to sleep. This is peace." 
The dictionary Labradorimi Ulinnaisigutet gives the 
word KakKilittuk for Nightingale, but the nightingale 
is not a native North American bird. I found no listing 
for KakKilittuk in the online dictionary (http://www. 
labradorvirtualmuseum.ca/inuttut-english.html). But 
the idea is, I hope, clear enough: This is a bird that 
sings sweetly in the evening. 
-Jacob Bachinger 
Jacob Bachinger teaches English with University College of 
the North in northern Manitoba and he is also working on a 
PhD through Memorial University. He has had academic work, 
book reviews and creative pieces published in The Northern 
Review, The Prairie journal, and The Fiddlehead. 
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THIS ARTICLE IS PART OF AN ONGOING PROJECT TO WRITE A HISTORY OF THE GENERAL PROTESTANT CEMETERY IN ST JOHN'S AND SOME 
OF THE PEOPLE BURIED THERE. 
illiam Frew: 
a rom 
BY SUZANNE SEXTY 
The number of Scots who came to 
Newfoundland in the early years was 
small in comparison to those settlers 
who came from the southwest of 
England and the southeast of Ireland. 
Unlike the settlers from these groups, 
the Scots came not to engage directly 
in the fishery, but rather as suppliers 
of manufactured goods. Scottish 
mercantile interest in Newfoundland 
dates back to 1620, when a group 
of Glasgow merchants invested in 
the London and Bristol Company, 
and continued through the years as 
part of their trading pattern with the 
American colonies and the Caribbean. 
While they pursued commerce on the 
island, most of their business was 
conducted from Scotland. This changed 
in the mid-1800s when they began to 
immigrate to the colony and establish 
businesses here. 
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lasgow and the 
nearby towns 
of Irvine, 
Saltcoats, and Greenock 
were the starting points 
for many a young man 
who came to the island 
of Newfoundland to seek 
his fortune. After they 
arrived, they continued 
to maintain strong 
connections with their 
Scottish brethren in 
both their business and 
personal lives. Few firms 
allowed non-Scottish partners and many brought their 
clerks from Scotland as well as maintaining partnerships 
there. As in business, their marriage partners were 
often from a shared ethnic, occupational, and religious 
group - Scottish, mercantile, and Presbyterian. Centered 
mainly in St John's, the commercial centre of the 
country, this tight-knit group exercised an influence out 
of all proportion to their number. ~ Some of these Scots 
stayed and their family names are with us still - Baird, 
Anderson, and Macpherson. William Frew, a native of 
Saltcoats, was another of these adventurers. 
The Early Years in St John's 
William Frew (1843-1924) came to St John's in 1860 to 
work in the dry goods establishment of Baird Bros. The 
Baird brothers, James and David, were two fellow sons 
of Saltcoats, which may be the link to Frew's relocation 
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to St John's. James Baird had come to Newfoundland 
in 1844. In 1852 he, with David, formed Baird Bros. In 
1872 the firm was dissolved, and James Baird started a 
new dry goods business under his own name (this later 
became Baird, Gordon & Co, which in turn became 
James Baird Ltd). Frew continued working with James 
Baird as a buyer until 1881 when he established a dry 
goods business in his own name. 
Although miles from home and without immediate 
family in St John's, the 17-year-old William found 
company and fellowship among his fellow Scots, 
including other young clerks who were in the 
same circumstances. William attended St Andrew's 
Presbyterian Church, eventually becoming an elder, and 
both he and his wife Mary are remembered in a fine 
stained glass window in the Kirk. During his lifetime, he 
was an active member of the Athenaeum, and the 
St Andrew's Society, and was a Freemason. 
Work, the church, and various social and intellectual 
activities would have occupied much of his energy in 
the early years. But by the time he was 35, William 
was in a position to wed. Brief notices in a number of 
Newfoundland newspapers inform us that the marriage 
of William Frew and Mary Syme (1855-1924) took 
place at the Bridge of Weir, Strathclyde, Scotland, on 
February 12, 1878. Mary was the youngest daughter of 
John Syme of Irvine and the ceremony was performed 
at the residence of her brother, Dr Campbell Syme. 
The union may well have been the result of some 
matchmaking on the part of another of Mary's brothers, 
John Syme, who had come to Newfoundland in 1863 
to work for the firm of J & W Stewart.2 Following 
the wedding, the couple sailed to StJohn's and took 
up residence at 2 Cathedral Street where their first 
son, William Syme Frew (1878-1905), was born on 
November 17, 1878.3 
By 1892 six children had been born to William and 
Mary In addition to William Syme, there was Robert 
Skeoch (1881-1955), Flora Lavinia (1883-1963),John 
Campbell (1886-1887), Annie Martha Steele (1887-
1921), and Leander George McNeill (1889-1963). 4 
William, Mary, and the children had moved to 191 
Water Street by the time Leander George was born and 
lived over the dry goods store - right in the midst of 
the hustle and bustle of an active seaport. Photographs 
in a Frew/Tessier album (the Tessiers were west end 
neighbours to the Frews) suggest that they also spent 
time in the country as visitors to their Symes cousins 
who lived on Waterford Bridge Road. 5 One picture of 
the Frew and Symes boys shows a group of lads who, 
even dressed in their Sunday 
best, look as if mischief was 
only one dare away 6 
The Fire of 1 892 
On July 8, 1892, the lives 
of the Frew family, like that 
of so many others, would 
be turned upside down by 
the Great Fire. Starting at 
the junction of Cookstown, 
Harvey, and Freshwater 
roads, the inferno quickly 
moved south and east, 
devouring everything in 
its path as it raced towards 
Water Street. During its 
early stages, many thought 
that its progress would be 
stopped by the firefighters 
or the stone buildings before Frew headstone. 
reaching the lower levels of 
the city, and certainly before 
Water Street and the harbour. Unfortunately, it was 
not. Instead, the Water Street stores and warehouses, 
with their inflammable merchandise and coal and 
lumberyards, provided additional fuel. The fire burned 
the wharves down to the water line and leapt to the 
masts of the ships in the harbour, alighting them as well. 
After 16 hours, the blaze exhausted itself just short of 
Devon Row. 
The Frews were not spared, and, worse, William was 
in Liverpool on a buying trip, leaving Mary on her own. 
She and the children escaped harm, but the store and 
all the merchandise was lost. She probably tried to do 
what we know many people did: save what they could. 
But we also know that in most instances they were able 
to rescue precious little but the clothes on their backs. It 
was reported that the Anglican Bishop, Llewellyn Jones, 
lost everything he possessed, and even had to borrow a 
coat, so hastily had he left his house. 7 It is doubtful that 
Mary would have fared better. 
Almost 11,000 people had been rendered homeless. 
The loss of property was estimated at $13,000,000, 
of which only $4,480,000 was thought to be insured; 
and it is unlikely that this estimate included the value 
of the tools of labourers such as coopers, carpenters, 
and seamstresses, or the equipment of those who often 
worked from their homes, such as bakers. Both the 
homeless and those whose homes survived the fire 
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suffered further if the business they worked for had been 
burned out. Loss of wages also meant the loss of their 
main means of rebuilding and recovering. 
Mary was witness to the destruction that greeted the 
populace the morning after the fire. It is easy to imagine 
her feelings and concerns. But how must William have 
felt when he heard the news? Indeed, how and when 
did he hear it? After previous fires, such as the one in 
1846, it had taken days for the news to reach cities such 
as Halifax, London, or Boston - cities which could, and 
did, send help. But now Newfoundland was connected to 
these cities by the transatlantic cable. News of the disaster 
had reached Halifax while the fire was still raging, and a 
relief committee had been farmed immediately The HMS 
Blake was in Halifax harbour when the news arrived and 
started out for St john's as soon as it could be loaded 
with supplies and provisions, arriving on the evening 
of July 10.8 
News of the fire was also dispatched to London and 
Glasgow. In London, George Morant, an insurance 
agent, read in the early evening papers on July 9 that "St 
john's had been entirely destroyed, and even the iron 
safes in the merchants' offices had shared the fate of 
the buildings which contained them, and business was 
consequently at an absolute standstill. "9 Morant set sail 
immediately to assess the situation and to settle claims. 
H W Lemessurier, the editor of the Morning Despatch, 
reported that insurance assessors had been sent over 
because "they cannot believe the destruction is so 
general - Ocular Demonstration will convince them. " 10 
There is no published record of who carried insurance; 
however, if subsequent history is any indication, William 
was insured. 
William could also have read about the fire in the 
papers - or maybe he received a cable. He must have been 
frantic not only for the safety of his family, but also over 
the loss of his years of work. Like Morant, William set out 
as quickly as possible for home. He may well have been 
on the Allan steamer chartered by Glasgow merchants, 
and others interested in the Newfoundland trade, to 
bring supplies to the city 11 When he sailed through the 
Narrows the sight of the Roman Catholic Cathedral, 
standing untouched above the city, may have given him 
some reason to hope that the newspapers had exaggerated 
the situation. However, as his ship moved slowly past the 
east end of the city on its way to a berth, the spectacle of 
a wilderness of chimneys, the shells of the buildings, and 
the stacks of bricks being readied for reuse, would have 
provided a realization of the work that lay ahead. William 
would become part of the rebuilding process. 12 
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Getting on with Business - and Life 
Like many other merchants, William first set up a 
temporary shop in the western part of Water Street, 
which had escaped the fire. In William's case it was 
at j and R Anderson's at 295 Water Street. 13 The 
Andersons, suppliers of dry goods and groceries , may 
have been competitors, but they were also fellow Scots 
and ready to offer a helping hand. On September 2, 
William announced that he had been "relaunched" in a 
large temporary premise on Market House Hill, nearly 
opposite his former business site. William's flair for 
presenting himself as a merchant of substance, not easily 
deterred from his trade, is evident in his advertisement 
for this re-opening. With confidence he publicized that 
an entirely new stock was crowding all available space 
and he offered bargains "both rich and rare. Everything 
new! Everything pretty! Everything cheap!"14 just in case 
his creditors were concerned about the debt which he 
might have incurred on his buying spree, he assured one 
and all that he had bought the entire stock "FOR CASH." 
While William's credit may have been good, the same 
could not be said about some of those who bought from 
him. In addition to being a retailer, William engaged in 
some wholesale trade, and not always to his profit. In 
1886 he sued Philip White, a St john's shopkeeper, for 
nonpayment of $37.95 for goods White had received 
from him. 15 In 1892, shortly after the fire, William 
engaged in an interesting effort to collect on another debt. 
He petitioned the Supreme Court to arrest one Francis 
Secconni. 16 At one time, when Secconni was living on the 
west coast, William had sold him some goods, totalling 
$269 .11, which Secconni did not pay for. Between then 
and the time of the petition, Secconni had ceased to 
reside on the Island, but had continued to come back 
as an itinerant salesman. William had heard that Secconni 
was on the Island and he wanted him arrested before 
he left. 
As often happens with personal histories, we don't 
know the outcome of either of these legal actions. In the 
case involving White, White failed to appear in court 
and was, by default , ordered to pay the debt of $37.95. 
However, we don't know if White actually did pay. The 
court also agreed to William's petition against Secconni 
and ordered him arrested; but that is where the story 
ends. Whether Secconni was stopped before leaving, 
and whether he paid the sum owed, is unknown. 
While William was busy with his petition against 
Secconni it was business as usual on Water Street. 
' 
On October 5, 1892, William, James Gleeson, and 
W S Clouston claimed the honour of having the first 
After the Fire of 1 892, from QEll Library Archives and Special Collections COLL-276 Frew and Tessier photograph album. 
incandescent light lit on Water Street after the fire. 17 
The next few years would be eventful for the Frews with 
first the birth of their daughter Margaret (1893-1976)18 
and then the 1894 opening of the Baird/Garland block 
of buildings. 19 This set of buildings, to the east of Clift's 
Cove, would house William's business until 1921. 
Once Again from the Ashes 
After each major fire, the citizens of St john's must 
have thought that there would never be another. And, 
fortunately, there has never been a fire as devastating as 
the Fire of 1892. However, it was not the last time that 
William would be burned out. 
At 4:34 on the morning of October 26, 1908, an alarm 
brought the firemen of the east and central stations to 
the premises of Baird, Gordon & Co. Arriving at the 
scene they found the firm's warehouse in flames and 
immediately called in men from the west station to help 
extinguish the fire which threatened the downtown. The 
blaze spread to Baird, Gordon & Co and Frew's which 
were situated on either side of Baird's grocery Before any 
headway could be made towards containing the fire , it 
had made its way into the book and stationery store of 
S E Garland, east of William's store. All the stores 
contained highly combustible materials, but the fireworks 
in the Garland building posed a special hazard when they 
exploded. Men from the three fire stations, aided by "blue 
jackets" from HMS Brilliant, finally doused the flames, 
but not before $1,000,000 worth of damage had been 
incurred. In addition to the stock in the buildings and the 
interior furnishings, two ships, which were at the Baird, 
Gordon & Co wharf, were lost. The gutted buildings 
stood as skeletons, but the various firms, which were well 
insured, vowed to set to work right away to rebuild. 20 
Once again William found himself setting up his store 
in the west end of Water Street. On November 7 he 
announced that his "new premises" would reopen the 
following Saturday in the ground flat of the Osborne 
House, opposite the post office.21 In a separate article on 
the same page, the Evening Telegram noted that William 
was "not a man to lie down to adversity" and "though 
advanced in years [65] he is young in enterprise." The 
block did get rebuilt and all three businesses moved 
back in. 
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Just three years later, he was once again burned out. 
When J Martin, an employee of Baird's, was going to 
work on the morning of March 7, 1911, he noticed 
smoke coming from the door and windows of William's 
store. The alarm was given and the men of the east 
and central stations responded. By the time they broke 
into the store, the wall at the western side of the shop 
was "blazing with the goods on the shelves there, and 
so intense was the heat and so dense the smoke that 
when the men went to the flat above they had to retreat 
and broke two of the upper windows outside with ice 
to give egress to the smoke. "22 This time it took the 
firemen only an hour to quench the flames, but the 
stock was still extensively damaged by fire, or from 
water, and the two plate glass windows in the front 
of the store had been broken by the heat. The article 
estimated the damages to be roughly $13,000 and noted 
that William carried $19, 000 of insurance on the stock. 
He was 68, and some might have thought that he would 
retire at this point; however, on March 11, he advertised 
"New goods at Frew's" on Water Street, nearly opposite 
the Court House. 23 
"Down to Frew's" 
In 1919 the Commercial Annual24 declared Frew's to be 
the oldest "bona fide establishment of its kind on Water 
Street" - that is, a store dealing solely in dry goods. 
The article, which reads as if William wrote it, declares 
that the young men who he hired as clerks were "the 
most obliging and courteous men of the city" and that 
many a bargain could be found at Frew's. Indeed, so 
the article declared, when considering where to shop 
for the Christmas season, one could "save a lot of time 
and worry ... by adapting and acting upon the reliable 
family shopping slogan, 'Down to Frew's'." William 
continued in business until 1921 when he was bought 
out by James C Baird, the son of the merchant James 
Baird whom he had worked for when he came to 
Newfoundland - bringing his business life in St John's 
full circle. 
Mary Syme Frew died inJune 1924.25 Just four 
months later, in October, William followed her to the 
"Lando' the Leal". 26 In the Daily News' obituary, the 
eulogist described Frew as a man who "by precept, 
character and practice ... wielded a wondrous power in 
moulding the lives of men. "27 He summarized Frew's 
contributions to business, church, and community 
with a quotation from John Greenleaf Whittier's poem, 
Daniel Neall. 
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Formed on the good old plan, 
A true and brave and downright honest man 
He blew no trumpet in the market-place, 
Nor in the church with hypocritic face 
Supplied with cant the lack of Christian grace; 
Loathing pretence, he did with cheerful will 
What others talked of while their hands were still. 28 
lml 
Suzanne Sexty is an Honorary Research Librarian, Memorial 
University of Newfoundland Libraries. 
1 For more about the Scots in Newfoundland, read "The 
coming of the Scots" in Keith Matthews, Lectures on the History 
of Newfoundland, 1500-1830 (St john's, NL: Breakwater Books, 
1988) and Jeffrey A Orr's "Scottish Merchants in St john's, 
1780-1835" in Alan G Macpherson, ed, Four Centuries and the 
City (St John's, NL: Memorial University of Newfoundland, 
2005). 
2 "Obituary: Mr. john Syme," Evening Telegram, 20 March 
1915: 8. 
3 PANL Parish Records, Presbyterian Church, St Andrew's (St 
John's), vol. 24. 
4 Birth dates are from PANL Parish Records, Presbyterian 
Church, St Andrew's (St john's) and death dates are from a 
genealogy compiled by the family. 
5 The Syme's house is the Tudor-style dwelling near 
Syme Bridge. 
6 Frew and Tessier Photograph Albums, COLL-276 (MUN, 
Queen Elizabeth II Library, Archives and Special Collections). 
7 "Terrible Fire in Newfoundland," Times (London), 11 July 
1892: 5. 
8 Report of the Saint john's Fire Relief Committee: Fire of July 8, 
1892 (St john's, NL: Fire Relief Committee, 1894). 
9 George C Morant, Odds and Ends of Foreign Travel (London: 
Charles and Edwin Layton, 1913), 45. 
10 Morning Despatch, 19 July 1892: 1. 
11 Morant, 52. 
12 For an interesting summary of the rebuilding, read Keith 
Collier, "Rebuilding St john's: Reconstruction after the 1892 
Fire," accessed at Newfoundland and Labrador Heritage Web 
Site http://www.heritage.nf.ca/society/reconstruction. html on 
30 October 2011. 
13 "William Frew," Morning Despatch, 22 July 1892: 4. 
14 "Relaunched the New Ship," Evening Telegram, 2 September 
1892: 1. 
15 Newfoundland Supreme Court, Central District, William 
Frew v. Philip White: Debt, 1886 (PANL reel 141, frames 
1213-1216 and reel 142, frames 580-581). 
16 Newfoundland Supreme Court, Central District, William 
Frew, Merchant v. Francis Secconni, Trader: Debt, 1892 (PANL 
reel 165, frames 950-954). 
1 7 Maurice A Devine, Notable Events in the History of 
Newfoundland: Six Thousand Dates of Historical and Social 
Happenings (Stjohn's: Devine & O'Mara, 1900), 189. 
18 Birth date is from PANL Parish Records, Presbyterian 
Church, St. Andrews (St John's) and death date is from a 
genealogy compiled by the family 
19 Advertisement for reopening of Baird business appeared 
in the Daily News, 2 7 April 1894: 1. 
20 "Disastrous Fire," Evening Telegram, 26 October 1908: 7. 
21 "Frew's New Premises," Evening Telegram, 7 November 
1908: 5. 
22 "Destructive Fire at Frew's This Morning," Evening 
Telegram, 7 March 1911: 4. 
23 "New Goods at Frew's," Evening Telegram, 11March1911: 6. 
24 "Down to Frew's!", Commercial Annual, Christmas: 1919: 67. 
25 "Died [Mary Syme Frew]" Daily News, 26 June 1924: 5. 
26 As defined in Brewer's Dictionary of Phrase and Fable (17th 
ed rev, New York: NY, HarperCollins, 2005), Lando' the 
Leal is the land of the faithful or blessed, a Scottish name for 
heaven. 
27 Viator, "In Memoriam, William Frew," Daily News, 22 
October 1924: 4. 
28 John Greenleaf Whittier, The Writings of john Greenleaf 
Whittier (Cambridge, MA: Riverside Press, 1888), 7, 123. 
A Blessed Snarl 
SAMUEL THOMAS 
MARTIN 
A vivid story 
about tangled 
relationships, 
frustrated faith, 
hidden secrets, and 
fiery persistence, 
en 
0 
o:> 
/\ 
VERRI 
CULL 
soak 
KERRI CULL 
The Back Lane 
Off over the hill to the berry barrens, 
round your neck a scapular, 
in your pocket a crust for the fairies. 
In your head the flower names lurking: 
fairy thimbles, fairy caps, 
bloody fingers. 
-Mary Dalton 
Poet and Faculty of Arts professor Mary Dalton has 
been named one of CBC's ten best Canadian poets 
writing in English. Her most recent volume of poet1y, 
Between You and the Weather, was published by 
Running the Goat Books in 2008. 
This collection 
focuses on 
physical 
experience and 
contemplates 
the beauty of 
To Be Frank 
FRANK DYKE, 
JOAN SULLIVAN 
To Be Frank 
brings to life the 
- most memorable 
set 1n contemporary 
St. John's. ____ ____, everyday life. 
adventures of an 
extraordinary 
~____:___JI Newfoundlander. 
fiction S19.95 
fiction $19.95 
The Islands of 
Doctor Thomas 
FRAN~OISE ENGUEHARD 
The Islands of Doctor 
Thomas explores 
how art preserves 
culture and 
identity, connecting 
generations. 
poetry sl 5.95 
HERE BE 
DRAgONS 
BRUCE 
HlfNES 
rnemozrs $18. 95 
Here Be Dragons 
BRUCE HYNES 
An account of the strange 
creatures of Newfoundland 
and Labrador. Here Be 
Dragons is dedicated to 
all those who said they saw 
something and no one 
Also available as ebooks! 
Follow us! 
We're facebooking, 
tweeting AND blogging! 
'-------~ .....__ _ __, believed. 
non-fiction sl 9.95 
NEW ~14 11 IS SlJI\111\ll~l~ 1. 8 00. 5 63. 33 33 www. breakwater boo ks. com 
NEWFOUNDLAND QUARTERLY 39 
TURKS ISLANDS' SALT, ENSLAVEMENT 
AND THE NEWFOUNDLAND-WEST 
INDIAN TRADE BY MARGOT MADDISON-MACFADYEN 
All photos courtesy of the Turks and Caicos Islands National Museum. 
Trimming salt on Salt Cay; Sal inas in background. 
allast stones are strewn thickly across the seabed 
of Cockburn Harbour, Grand Turk Island, one of 
the eight larger islands comprising the Turks and 
Caicos Islands archipelago in the West Indies. Vessels 
arriving at the harbour in the days of sail - sloops, 
schooners, brigantines - purged their ballast stones 
in order to take aboard the cargo they had come for. 
Although some stones were later used in construction 
on the island, and possibly retrieved from the seabed to 
do so, large numbers were discarded, tossed overboard 
to sink to the seabed where they are still obvious today 
The vessels were then loaded with Turks Islands' salt, a 
fantastically precious cargo. Also known as 'white gold', 
this solar-evaporated salt was destined for New England, 
Nova Scotia, Prince Edward Island, and Newfoundland. 
Before refrigeration, salt was needed for preservation 
of both meat and fish. A nation couldn't equip an 
army or float a navy without salt. One of the many 
commodities produced by slaves in the days of the 
transatlantic trade in enslaved Africans - such as sugar, 
40 VO LUME 1 0 5 N UMBER 1 20 12 
tobacco, rum, rice, and coffee - salt also preserved 
the codfish that fed the slaves working on plantations 
in the West Indies. This 'slave food' was produced in 
the northern colonies and shipped south where it was 
part of the meager rations provided for slave labourers. 
When slave owners eventually established provision 
grounds on their plantations, salt cod was a supplement 
to the sweet potatoes, yams, bananas, plantains, pigeon 
peas, and other nutritious foods slaves grew for their 
own and for their owners' consumption. 
Much of this salt was produced on Grand Turk and 
the neighbouring islands of Salt Cay and South Caicos. 
Bermudians originally visited these islands seasonally 
for their naturally occurring salinas (salt ponds) that 
provided salt for the taking. Over time, this developed 
into a full-scale enterprise based on slave labour. Some 
scholars say that Bermudians were in the Turks Islands 
raking and gathering salt as early as the 1650s, but 
others give the date 1670, saying that a john Darrell 
was aware of salt on the island of Little Exuma and that 
' 
thereafter, the Bermudians began harvesting salt in the 
Turks Islands. 1 
This may be the same John Darrell listed in the 
Keith Matthews Name Files at Memorial University 
of Newfoundland's Maritime History Archive, who in 
1669, sailing the Adventurers, brought 'bleffings' to 
Newfoundland from Anthony Peniston, a resident of 
Bermuda. It may have been his grandson or another 
relative bearing the same name of John Darrell, who, 
also listed in the Matthews Name Files, arrived at 
Newfoundland in 1715 from New York aboard the 
vessel Parnell that was laden with Bermuda salt. Very 
likely, both these landings were at Ferryland. 
Also likely is that in addition to bringing greetings, 
or trading salt for other commodities, these men 
were visiting kin. Settlers of a small island colony and 
pressed for space, Bermudians were constantly engaged 
in betterment migrations to other North American 
colonies, which "created the linkages of kinship and 
affiliation that facilitated the operation of the highly 
social world of maritime commerce. "2 
The physical structures of solar-evaporated salt 
production of the past remain on Grand Turk, Salt Cay, 
and South Caicos. Salt ponds, today serving as ready-
made bird sanctuaries, are easily recognizable, the canals 
connecting the ocean to these ponds are still identifiable, 
and masters' mansions and slave dwellings still stand. 
For it was slaves toiling in extremely harsh conditions 
who built these canals and ponds and labored in them 
for their Bermudian masters. Mary Prince, a Bermudian-
born West Indian woman, was one. She told her life-
story, The History of Mary Prince, a West Indian Slave, 
Related by Herself, to Susanna Strickland (later Susanna 
Moodie) of the London-based Anti-Slavery Society, who 
then compiled it. Approximately ten (1802-1812) of the 
40 years that Prince was enslaved were spent on Grand 
Turk toiling in the salt ponds of her recently identified 
master Robert Darrell, the great-great-grandson of John 
Darrell, captain of Adventurers.3 
"I was given a half barrel and a shovel, and had to 
stand up to my knees in the water, from four o'clock 
in the morning until nine," Prince said. After a brief 
1 Virginia Bernhard, Slaves and Slaveholders in Bermuda, 1616-
1782, Columbia, University of Missouri Press, 1999, p 269. 
2 Neil Kennedy, "William Crashaw's Bridge: Bermuda and 
the Origins of the English Atlantic, 1609-162 4", English 
Atlantics Revisited, ed Nancy Rhoden, Montreal: McGill-Queen's 
University Press, 2007, p 118. 
3 Margot Maddison-MacFadyen, "Mary Prince and Grand 
Turk," The Bermuda journal of Archaeology and Maritime History, 
19 (2009), p 109. 
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break for "blawly," corn soup, she and her fellow slaves 
"worked through the heat of the day; the sun flaming 
upon [their] heads like fire, and raising salt blisters ... 
[Their] feet and legs, from standing in the salt water for 
so many hours, soon became full of dreadful boils, which 
eat down in some cases to the very bone." They broke 
again at noon for more blawly but quickly returned 
to their labour in the ponds until dark. Then, they 
"shoveled up the salt in large heaps, and went down to 
the sea, where [they] washed the pickle from their limbs, 
and cleaned the barrows and shovels from the salt." 4 
Thousands of slaves worked in these conditions of 
the Turks Island salt industry. In 1822, for example, 
Turks and Caicos reported 1,912 slaves. 5 Although this 
does not come close to the number of slaves working in 
the sugar industry on the sugar islands, they enriched 
4 Mary Prince, The History of Mary Prince, A West Indian Slave, 
Related by Herself, revised edition, ed Moira Ferguson, Ann 
Arbor: University of Michigan Press, 1997, p 71-2. 
5 Nigel Sadler, "Slave History of the Turks and Caicos Islands: 
The problems encountered researching slave history", paper 
presented at the Museums Association of the Caribbean's 13th 
Annual General Meeting, Grand Turk, 23-2 7 October, 2001, 
Turks and Caicos National Museum, p 29. 
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their masters substantially, in some cases creating family 
fortunes. The salt industry was an integral part of the 
transatlantic trade in enslaved Africans operating in the 
North Atlantic, that trade route joining Africa, the West 
Indies, North America, and Europe that held its own, 
in spite of numerous rebellions, uprisings, and 
runaways, for over 400 years. There were several other 
island territories producing solar-evaporated salt for 
the trade, such as the Dutch colonies of Bonaire and 
Salt Tortuga, and British colonies Anguilla, Exuma, and 
Ragged Island.6 
Salt islands such as these are low, sandy, and have little 
annual rainfall. Crashing waves and ocean surge fill their 
salinas with seawater that evaporates quickly, leaving 
crystallized salt around the edges that can be easily raked 
and gathered. In the Turks Islands these ponds were 
ingeniously developed and expanded into a lucrative 
and highly organized salt production. At Grand Turk 
and Salt Cay, seawater was let into cleaned and readied 
human-built common reservoirs or ponds by wide canals 
with sluices. At South Caicos, the seawater was let in by 
the 'boiling hole,' a naturally occurring formation that 
worked with the tides. 7 
The brine remained in the common reservoir for 
approximately ten days in good, sunny conditions. At 
this point, it was moved by slave-powered water wheel, 
into the 'weak' or No 1 ponds where evaporation was 
rapid. In another ten days it developed a 'saffron' hue 
due to 'vegetative matter', the physical sign it was ready 
to be moved to 'strong' or No 2 ponds where its strength 
was further increased. Here it took on a 'pinkish' tint, 
and its volume was reduced to one-sixth of the original. 
In another month, and after further evaporation, it was 
crystallized and ready for raking into huge mounds 
awaiting shipment.8 
Donkeys, carts, and windmills were brought into use 
after Emancipation on August 1, 1834, when England 
freed all slaves in its overseas territories. Prior to this, 
slaves provided the labour to move the salt in tubs and 
wheelbarrows. At one of three beaches along the shore of 
Cockburn Harbour, slaves measured the salt into sacks, 
each holding just over half a bushel. Five sacks at a time 
were carried on the heads of the 'boat crew' to salt lighters 
6 Cynthia Kennedy, "The Other White Gold: Salt, Slaves, the 
Turks and Caicos Islands, and British Colonialism", The Historian, 
69 (2007), p 218. 
7 H E Sadler, Turks Islands Landfall: A History of the Turks and 
Caicos Islands, Kingston, Jamaica: United Cooperative Printers, 
Ltd, 1967, p 98. 
8 HE Sadler, p 99. 
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waiting in the shallow water. The loaded salt lighters, 
taking from 400 to 500 bushels per trip, then moved the 
salt out to larger anchored vessels, such as sloops and 
schooners, where it was handed up to men aboard by 
means of a hatch cover slung over the side of the ship. 
As the salt was emptied into the hold, the sacks were 
counted to keep track of the number of bushels taken 
aboard. Because the salt was so valuable, vessels leaving 
harbour for northern colonies travelled in convoys.9 
Perhaps it was this well-developed method of 
production that made Turks Islands' salt desirable over 
all others, even to George Washington. Bermudians 
were the traditional suppliers of salt to the 13 American 
colonies prior to the War of Independence. When war 
broke out and British colonies were forbidden to trade 
with their American cousins, a British naval blockade was 
set up preventing trade at American ports, yet Bermudian 
salt rakers and ships' captains ignored it. 10 Some 20 
Bermudian-built sloops - captained by 'rebel' privateers 
in the eyes of the British - continued shipping salt to 
Washington's army 11 The Royal Navy, aware of these 
offences, tried to put a stop to them. For example, in 
1776 a naval cutter chased Captain John Seymour's sloop 
the Dick Cole to Grand Turk where it was seized and sent 
to auction in Jamaica. 12 
The prices received for Turks Islands' salt at an 
American Atlantic port during the war were fabulous and 
may have been why the rebel privateers took the risk. 
Once reaching an American port, the salt was frequently 
bartered for another prized commodity that could be 
traded up. A Baltimore advertisement dated July 24, 
1778, and headlined SALT read: "Juft imported in the 
Sloop Experiment, Captain J ofiah Cox, and now fitting 
by him at Mr. Spear's Wharf, at a very reafonable Price. 
Tobacco, in Hogsheads, will be taken in Exchange for 
a Quantity"13 Personal politics may have been another 
reason why these Bermudians ran the British naval 
blockade. Josephus and Richard Darrell's vessel, Their 
President, for example, which had many landings at 
Ferryland, Newfoundland, in the early 1800s, broadcast 
their political leanings, and possibly affiliations, right on 
its bow. 
A year prior to the Dick Cole's capture, Palliser's Act 
was passed. This Act, possibly conceived to encourage 
the loyalty of the Newfoundland colony - some members 
9 HE Sadler, p 99-100. 
10 Cynthia Kennedy, p 228. 
11 HE Sadler, p 60. 
12 Ibid. 
13 Ibid. 
of whom had sympathies with the American colonies 
- only allowed fishers from England and His Majesty's 
European colonies to fish the Banks and to dry their 
catch on Newfoundland shores. 14 Nonetheless, 34 
Bermudian sloops ranging from 30 to 60 tons, each 
with eight to 12 men, three-quarters of whom were 
"robust able black men," natives of Bermuda and slaves 
to their vessels' owners, fished the Banks in 1788.15 
Concerned with reinventing their economy after the 
American War of Independence, they had arrived laden 
with their own Turks Islands' salt, and they had hired 
old countrymen for instruction in splitting, salting, 
and conducting fishing on the Banks. Fishing room 
masters were either paid directly by the Bermudians for 
curing their fish or, in the case of the larger vessels, the 
Bermudians took possession of vacant fishing rooms 
south of St John's, occupying them in the same manner 
as a British vessel and crew. 16 
This sudden and unexpected competition in the 
fishery incensed many a British fisher, especially when 
it was soon realized that the Bermudians were quick to 
learn the art of fishing and that they exceeded them in 
'dispatch'. Excellent sailors, no wind prevented them 
from reaching the Banks, and in calm waters the slaves 
could row their sloops at two and a half to three miles 
per hour. One Newfoundland master reported being 
stopped at St John's Narrows by a strong wind but 
that two Bermudian sloops passed him, working their 
way out under low sail. The next evening he made 
it out of the harbour but took five days to reach the 
fishing grounds. Once there he fell in with one of the 
Bermudian sloops that had passed him only to discover 
that it was returning fully laden with fish after just 
four days. 17 ., 
The Bermudian fishers were made out to be alarming 
rivals of the British and who were not only depleting 
the fish stocks but were also the 'second selves' of 
Americans. Because they used their own Turks Islands' 
salt and had slaves to do the work, it was argued 
that they had far less expenses and would undercut 
prices in the West Indies with their product. Also , 
since they were friends of the Americans, they would 
easily smuggle New England salt cod to the West 
Indies and sell it as a Newfoundland product. Finally, 
14 D W Prowse, A History of Newfoundland, accessed at http:// 
archive.org/stream/historyofnewfounOOprowuoft#page/iv/ 
mode/2up, p 344-5. 
15 Jeremiah Coghlan, "Report on 'Bermudian Irruption' 25Lh 
October 1788," StJohn's, p 345. 
16 Coghlan, p 345-6. 
17 Coghlan, p 346. 
known to be bootleggers of the worst type, they would 
bring American goods into the bays and creeks of 
Newfoundland under the sanction of fishing. 18 The 
100 sail they bragged of bringing to the Banks the 
fallowing year capped it. They were allowed to dry 
their fish on Newfoundland shores in 1788, but were 
strictly forbidden in subsequent years. Taking fish from 
the Banks back to Bermuda for processing was useless. 
It was too far a trip for green fish plus the climate of 
Bermuda was too humid for satisfactory drying, so the 
enterprise was abandoned. 19 
Some of these Bermudians ventured into whaling, 
others turned to privateering and were after French 
prizes, and still others migrated to Newfoundland 
to take part in the fishery 20 Having extensive family 
connections linking them to other British colonies, they 
were likely exercising familial associations when settling 
in Newfoundland. Bermudian ship-owners soon filled a 
void left by the American Revolution: transport of goods 
between Newfoundland and the West Indies. By 1805, 
the Governor of Newfoundland reported that trade with 
the West Indies had, "fallen chiefly into the hands of the 
Bermuda ship owners."21 
In 1810, a total of 39 Bermudian vessels made 
54 voyages from St John's to Bermuda and the West 
Indies.22 Most took their cargo to Bermuda for later 
re-shipment in the same or other vessels to final 
destinations. In many cases these ship owners were 
Turks Island salt proprietors. They produced and owned 
the Turks Islands' salt that their vessels carried north, 
thereby vastly increasing their long-term gain. Also in 
1810, four Bermudians established mercantile houses 
in St John's: John Dunscombe, John Trimmingham, 
Richard Wood, and Robert Reed.23 Denying Bermudians 
the right to fish the Banks and to dry their fish on 
Newfoundland shores certainly had interesting 
repercussions. Some twenty years later they were 
established as Newfoundland merchants and controlled 
the West Indian trade. 
18 Coghlan, p 34 7. 
19 Prowse, p 347. 
20 Michael J Jarvis, In the Eye of All Trade: Bermuda, 
Bermudians, and the Maritime Atlantic World, 1680-1783, Chapel 
Hill: University of North Carolina Press, 2010, p 452-3. 
21 Keith Matthews, "The Newfoundland-West Indian Trade 
and Bermuda Ship-owners, 1650-1815," Maritime History 
Group, 1984, unpublished paper, Maritime History Archive, 
Memorial University of Newfoundland, p 26. 
22 Matthews, p 2 9. 
23 Matthews, p 33. 
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Thousands upon thousands of bushels of Turks Islands' 
salt came north with other trade goods on Bermudian 
ships to trade for commodities produced in the northern 
clime. The Grand Turk, for example, a 138-ton brigantine 
owned by S S Ingham and captained by J G Frith, both 
of Grand Turk Island, made two trips to Prince Edward 
Island in 1824. Combining figures from the two trips, 
the Grand Turk off loaded 1,352 bushels of salt, plus 
rum, brown sugar, refined sugar, molasses, gin, aniseed 
cordial, cotton, shop clothing, lemons, honey, castor oil, 
oakum, and blankets. 24 On its combined return trips to 
Bermuda, it took oats, potatoes, corn, cranberries, hogs, 
poultry, dry fish, pickled fish, butter, pork, beef, cheese, 
lard, and candles. The Grand Turk also took 78,050 feet 
of deals , 13,500 shingles, 2,500 laths, and 30 spars for 
the Bermuda ship building industry 25 
Their President, the 133 34-ton brigantine owned by the 
Darrells who were relatives of Robert Darrell, the slave-
owner of Mary Prince, made 14 trips to Newfoundland 
from 180 7 to 1811. 26 These were the same years Prince 
was brutally enslaved on "that horrible island" - Grand 
Turk. In the fall of 1810, Their President is reported 
arriving at Bermuda from Newfoundland carrying 
codfish, herrings, mackerel, salmon, cod tongues, oil, 
soap, loafsugar, hoops, hardware, glassware, pork, hams, 
and port. 27 
24 Public Archives and Records Office of PEI, Collector of 
Customs Shipping Inwards, Reel 1. 
25 Public Archives and Records Office of Prince Edward Island, 
Charlottetown, Customs Shipping Outwards, Volume 47. 
26 Keith Matthews Name Files, 1500-1850, Maritime History 
Archive, Memorial University of Newfoundland. 
2 7 Colonial Office records, The National Archives, Kew, 
Richmond, Surrey, UK, 41/8. 
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In 1812 Mary Prince left Grand Turk Island. She would 
be enslaved another 16 years and have one more owner, 
her fifth , John Adams Wood Jr. In the late summer of 
1828, Wood took her to London to serve as the family's 
nanny and also as a washerwoman. Three months after 
their arrival, she left, using to advantage the fact that 
slavery in England had been unsupported by law for 
several decades, although this did not yet apply to the 
rest of the British Empire. She was able to quit his service 
and walk out his door to freedom 
The salt trade in which she and thousands of other 
slaves toiled was a significant part of the transatlantic 
trade in enslaved Africans, and it was strongly tied to 
economic pursuits in the northern colonies, a fact often 
overlooked. Possessed of a selective memory about their 
historical involvement in the slave trade, many Canadians 
pref er to remember the Underground Railroad when 
American slaves escaping from southern masters ran 
north to American free states and to Upper Canada, a 
history that did not begin in earnest in Canada until the 
British Parliament's 1833 Slavery Abolition Act became 
law on August 1, 1834, a date now celebrated in the 
British West Indies as Emancipation Day Reclaiming 
transatlantic slave trade histories such as these stories of 
slaves raking salt in the Salt Islands, of slaves fishing the 
Grand Banks and drying their catches on Newfoundland's 
shores, and of Bermudians setting up as merchants in St 
John's so that they might control the Newfoundland-West 
Indian trade, shows that our historical involvement was 
not as benign as we may once have assumed. mr!1 
Margot Maddison-MacFadyen, a PhD candidate in 
Interdisciplinary Studies at Memorial University, lives in PEI. 
Interested in reclaiming local histories of the maritime Atlantic, she 
also writes poetry and short fic tion. 
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WHY THE DIVORCE? 
Examining the Fleet Separation Policy -
Risks and Opportunities 
BY DR TOM COOPER AND TOM CLIFT 
THE TWENTY-SEVENTH IN A SERIES OF ARTICLES DEVELOPED FROM REGULAR PUBLIC FORUMS SPONSORED BY THE LESLIE HARRIS CENTRE O F REGIONAL POLICY 
AND DEVELOPMENT. MEMORIAL PRESENTS FEATURES SPEAKERS FROM MEMORIAL UNIVERSITY WHO ADDRESS ISSUES OF PUBLIC CONCERN IN THE PROVINCE. 
Introduction 
local, national, and international commercial fishing 
industries the world over are in a fragile state as a result 
of abuse to the oceans. Research has shown that the 
remaining commercial stocks could become completely 
depleted by 2048. 1 This devastation puts commercial 
fishing industries, which are vital throughout the 
developed and developing world, in a perilous situation. 
At the same time, demand for seafood has been 
increasing in recent years. Seafood has become well-
recognised for its health benefits, such as being a reliable 
source of omega-3 fatty acids, and, coupled with the 
increased standard of living in many parts of the world, 
demand for it has skyrocketed. 
With the predicted dramatic changes in both supply 
and demand will come increasing pressure to manage 
this resource effectively 
One of the traditional approaches to deal with 
resource allocation within the Newfoundland and 
Labrador and Atlan tic Canadian commercial capture 
fishery has been the use of the fleet separation policy 
The objective of the policy is to separate the harvesting 
from the processing and disallow the issuance of 
new fishing licenses to corporations and processing 
companies primarily to eliminate vertical integration 
and to lessen corporate concentration. In this article, 
we explore why the divorce between Newfoundland 
and Labrador harvesters and processors in the 
ownership of the inshore fleet happened, as well as what 
opportunities and risks are emerging. 
Background to the Fleet Separation Policy 
The fleet separation policy was initially adopted in 1979 
and covers fisheries where license holders are restricted 
to using vessels less than 65 feet in length . At its core, it 
disallows the issuance of new licenses to corporations, 
specifically the processing sector, for fisheries where 
vessels are less than 65 feet in length. The policy applies 
to Newfoundland and Labrador as well as the rest of 
Atlantic Canada. 
The policy does allow the retention of licenses already 
held by corporations, including those involved in the 
processing sector. For example, a seafood processing 
company would not be allowed to obtain a new license 
for company-owned fishing vessels less than 65 feet in 
length. Instead, they would have to purchase seafood, 
such as crab and shrimp, from inshore fishing vessels 
that are independently owned and controlled.2 
What is a Policy? 
In examining the fleet separation policy, it is important 
to address 'What is a policy?' At its core, a policy is a 
set of decisions which are oriented towards a long-
term purpose or to a particular problem. It is a form of 
control. Within most organizations, there are usually a 
number of policies; for example, an expenses policy for 
employees. Policies are put in place to give direction and 
to ensure specific risks are managed such as submitting 
an inappropriate expense claim. 
Why the Fleet Separation Policy? 
In the NL commercial capture fishing industry, there 
are essentially three main reasons why there is a fleet 
separation policy: 
• to reduce/eliminate corporate concentration of 
fishing licenses; 
• ensure the licenses/incomes were widely 
distributed; and 
• ensure the long-term viability of rural communities. 
When the fleet separation policy was formed over 30 
years ago, there were concerns about the ability of large 
vertically integrated fishing enterprises such as Fishery 
Products Ltd, the Lake Group, and Nickerson and 
Sons to overwhelm the rest of the industry Primarily 
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due to the implementation of the fleet separation policy, 
the degree of corporate concentration has stabilized, the 
distribution of income has been more broadly based, 
and, as a result, a larger number of harvesters have 
experienced the type of income growth that benefits 
coastal communities. In essence the elimination of vertical 
integration, a phenomenon that is generally seen to be the 
product of increased corporate concentration, through 
the enforcement of the fleet separation policy was seen as 
a key approach to ensuring sustainability in the industry, 
most notably in the rural and coastal communities that 
had become so reliant on the industry for their survival. 
Unfortunately, as the fish processing business became 
larger and more international in its scope, many of the 
world's fishing nations allowed for (and in some cases 
actively supported) the kind of corporate concentration 
and vertical integration in their fisheries that Canadian 
policy makers seemed so set against. The result in the 
international fish procurement, processing, and supply 
business is that it has become increasingly difficult for 
small independent Atlantic Canadian fishing companies 
to compete for and secure long-t~rm supply contracts at 
advantageous prices. 
Vertical versus Horizontal Integration 
It is also important to examine what is meant by vertical 
and horizontal integration. Vertical integration is the 
process in which several steps in the production and/or 
distribution of a product or service are controlled by a 
single company or entity, in order to increase power 
in the marketplace. Horizontal integration simply 
means a strategy to increase market share by acquiring 
a similar company. 
An example of vertical integration is in the oil and 
gas industry where a company such as Exxon would 
own upstream exploration and production subsidiaries. 
Horizontal integration is widely seen in the high-tech 
industry where a company like Google owns YouTube. 
The principal advantage of vertical integration in 
the fishery would be to avoid the risk of uncertain 
supply, enabling better control of the flow of products 
into the market to take advantage of opportunities not 
now available. Vertical integration would also allow for 
lengthening of the operating season, to provide better 
utilization of capacity and better quality raw materials 
to facilitate production of higher-value products. Yet, as 
was seen in the 1982 Kirby Taskf orce, a vertical strategy 
comes with specific risks and may not be ideal. 
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In comparison, the principal advantage of horizontal 
integration in the commercial fishery is to keep corporate 
concentration lower. In an ideal world, more horizontal 
integrated organizations are better able to adapt to 
change as they have a tendency to be smaller and more 
flexible, although traditionally they struggle with strategic 
thinking. 
Fundamentally, the fleet separation policy creates 
seafood companies that are not vertically or even 
horizontally integrated. Corporations that act as 
processors are not allowed to control the supply of the 
product through owning fishing vessels. Harvesters 
cannot process the seafood they catch. This limits 
decision-making and poses specific operational risks, 
such as access to financing, for both processors as well 
as harvesters. 
What Happened in the Last 30 Years? 
Since the fleet separation policy was developed over 33 
years ago, the worldwide capture fishery has undergone 
radical change. Adverse currency exchange, competitors 
in low-cost Asian nations, as well as expensive energy 
involved in transportation is now the norm. Business 
practices have changed dramatically in the last 30 years 
with the information technology revolution, global 
integrated supply chains, as well as the emergence of 
huge consumer markets in China and the rest of Asia. 
One of the main shifts has been the growth of customer 
power, particularly at the retail level. Consolidation in 
the retail food industry coupled with differences in the 
manner in which consumers now shop for perishable 
food stuffs means that seafood buyers have increasing 
amounts of power. 
The graph on p 4 7 shows the relative power in terms 
of sales of NL Fish Exports versus companies such as 
Costco and Wal-Mart. Selling to large, multi-national 
customers is difficult as they have an incredible ability 
to bargain and negotiate not only price but also quality 
and delivery. Truly, the provincial fishery is a small fish 
in a very, very big pond when it comes to marketing and 
sales to customers. 
Changes in Newfoundland and Labrador 
The last 30 years have also seen significant changes 
in the province. Demographic and population shifts 
have occurred in most rural communities. Increased 
urbanization not only locally but elsewhere in the world 
has been the norm. 
Table 1 - Relative Sales - Newfoundland and Labrador Fish Exports Compared to Customers 
Source: Canadian Centre for Fisheries Innovation 
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The recent 2011 MOU report by the Department 
of Fisheries and Aquaculture (DFA) demonstrated 
that the financial viability of both harvesters and 
processors has been weakened. A report from Deloitte 
and Touche indicated that within the harvesting 
sector "between one-third and two-thirds of the fish 
harvesting operations currently operating in NL are 
viable, depending on the viability measure employed,"2 
while within the Grant Thornton report on processing 
it was explained, "The level of profitability is well below 
the Canadian seafood processing sector norms and is 
considered unacceptable. The profitability level is not 
sufficient for the NL processing sector on average to 
make secure capital investments and achieve long-term 
viability "3 
The MOU process also demonstrated that the 
traditional provincial capture fishery was historically 
based on price competitiveness. The previous business 
model was seafood that could be frozen, relatively 
~o 
o'i c 
unprocessed, and shipped to customers primarily in 
the United States. The focus was on cost. Markets 
were predominantly North American and companies 
competed on price as they were able to take advantage 
of a favourable currency exchange and a large, young 
workforce. Given the changes in the province, the 
industry's historic business model can no longer work. 
Fleet Separation Policy - the Cause 
or a Symptom? 
In examining the fleet separation policy, a question 
emerges whether it is a symptom of a larger problem, or 
one of the real fundamental issues facing the industry 
As indicated in the MOU process, the real issue facing 
the Newfoundland and Labrador seafood industry 
is one of excess capacity Virtually all processors are 
scrambling to get enough raw material to satisfy their 
customers and pay their debts. The lack of an assured 
supply of raw material means significant uncertainty, 
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risk and a low return on investment (ROI) in both the 
' 
harvesting and processing sectors. In the Newfoundland 
and Labrador fishing industry, efforts are not coordinated 
throughout the value chain, resulting in a loss of output 
value, stiflingly high working capital requirements, and 
excessive costs. At the same time, our major competitors 
have embraced vertical integration (or cooperation) and 
have subsequently put in place mechanisms to ensure 
product quality enhancements traceability and other 
product quality initiatives designed to maximize price 
and return for their investors. 
At the distribution channel level, fleet separation 
also creates a lack of cooperation between sectors and 
effectively creates barriers to coordination and marketing. 
While ownership of the entire chain through vertical 
integration is one way to address these issues, it is not 
necessarily the best, as evidenced by the Kirby Taskforce. 
Yet, at present, industry participants' goals are not aligned. 
They want different answers to the fundamental issues 
such as resource allocation and the industry's future. 
It is a case of business (processors) vs. government vs. 
the Fish Food and Allied Workers Union. Too much 
' 
competition and not enough collaboration is the norm. 
Community sustainability ultimately depends on business 
viability To survive, the Newfoundland and Labrador 
seafood industry needs a shared vision of the future and 
shared goals. The fleet separation policy is not the cause, 
but a symbol of a lack of a common vision and goals. 
An Alternative to Fleet Separation 
Allowing for investments, but not control, by industry 
participants in both the harvesting and processing sectors 
may be a way to enhance a mutual vision and goals. 
Harvesters and processors would still have management 
of their own sectors but it would allow for further 
collaboration and cooperation. Ideally, less reliance on 
debt financing and more equity would emerge as well as 
economies of scale on the administration side. 
Through shared investments, with important 
parameters, there could be a more constant supply 
of seafood to the processors and a stable market for 
harvesters and also better distribution of information 
' 
resulting in less distressed selling, better investment in 
the fleet, higher working capital, and, ultimately, lower 
operational risk for all those involved. There should 
also be more coordination and co-operation for the 
betterment of the industry 
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Conclusion 
The capture fishery is a business that involves both 
harvesting and processing. The province exports its 
seafood products to compete in international markets. 
We sell to customers much bigger than we are. To have a 
better future, the industry must attract new investment. 
Collaboration is the only way to compete and the existing 
fleet policy facilitates separation not cooperation. 
The provincial seafood industry can no longer compete 
on price. Our costs are much too high. There is a need 
to focus on obtaining more value from raw materials. 
Higher product yields, better quality, fresh, niche 
markets, by-product utilization and more coordinated 
marketing are required, along with less internally 
focused price-based competition, more working capital 
to carry inventories, and control of the flow of product. 
Investors want stable and sustainable communities and 
businesses. So do the people who want and choose 
to live in communities and engage in fisheries-related 
employment. 
Change is happening in the seafood industry Either 
industry participants take ownership of the process 
or it will happen by default. There is also a need to 
acknowledge the problem and its underlying causes~ 
destructive competition among industry participants 
facilitated by a fleet separation policy is one of them. 
The industry has tremendous opportunities given the 
demand for the product, but change depends heavily on 
adaptation of public policy Adapting the fleet separation 
policy to reconcile the divorce and bring participants 
together, would be an ideal change mechanism 
and starting point to assist the industry and rural 
communities throughout the province. mr!l 
Dr. Tom Cooper is an assistant professor and Tom Clift is 
an associate professor in the Faculty of Business Administration 
at Memorial University of Newfoundland. Clift served as the 
independent chair of the steering committee for the MOU on the 
Fishing Industry Rationalization and Restructuring in 2011. 
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THE GENTLEMAN PILOT: Lal Parsons 
BY DARRELL HILLIER 
Author's Note: Lamont Marcy Parsons, known by family and friends as "Lal", was born in Harbour Grace in 1919 to Reuben 
and Gertrude Parsons. At 16 he sailed with the Newfoundland Whaling Company. Four years later, in 1939, war broke out. The 
air force had yet to open a recruiting office in Newfoundland so Parsons left for the mainland, presented himself at a recruiting 
office in Halifax, and joined the Royal Canadian Air Force. Several months before his passing in April 2002, I had the privilege of 
interviewing this humble Second World War pilot. Parsons downplayed his own heroic efforts, preferring instead to deflect praise 
or credit upon his fellow airmen, especially those who didn't return; a trait not uncommon among surviving airmen. Regardless, 
Parsons is no less deserving of any accolades , although I'm certain he'd disagree. This article highlights his period of service at 
RCAF Station Torbay and is based mainly on his recollections, although occasionally expanded using details from other sources, in 
particular his squadron's daily diary and operations record book. 
amont Marcy Parsons was an early 
participant in the British Commonwealth 
...-..- Air Training Plan. Established soon after the 
outbreak of war, this would produce over 130,000 
aircrew and 80,000 ground crew for Allied air 
forces. Instruction was provided at over 130 
training facilities throughout Canada, from Nova 
Scotia to British Columbia. The first stop for new 
recruits was a manning depot for indoctrination. 
Parsons went to a depot in Toronto at the Canadian 
National Exhibition grounds where "you got a 
uniform and you were taught who to salute and 
who not to salute and how to polish buttons" 
and march. After that it was class work and more 
marching at No 1 Initial Training School, located 
on the grounds of Toronto's Eglinton Hunt Club. 
"You went in there not earmarked to be any one 
thing." Initial training determined a student's 
aptitude for becoming a pilot, navigator, bomb 
aimer, or some other trade. 
Like many young recruits, Parsons aspired to be 
a pilot, but recognized that the odds were against 
him. The school's location was also home to the 
RCAF's Institute of Aviation Medicine, which 
secretly studied the psychological effects of combat 
Pilot Officer Parsons posed next to a Hurricane fighter of 1 25 
(F) Squadron on his arrival at Torbay in June 1 942. Days later, 
the photo appeared in the St John's Daily News. (Lamont Parsons 
collection, courtesy Alice Parsons). 
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Spitfire ER824, better known as "Miss Torbay," survived the war and was sold for scrap in 1948. (Lamont Parsons collection, courtesy Alice Parsons). 
flying. They drew upon the constant flow of trainees 
and "were using us as sort of guinea pigs," Parsons 
recalled, testing their reflexes and putting electrodes 
on their heads. One of the training practices saw 
students sit in a pilot's seat with a control stick. Three 
sets of lights were turned on and the trainee had to 
line them up as quickly as possible. Parsons had no 
trouble doing this. The day came when the air force 
announced your posting on a notice board. Parsons 
went immediately to the air gunners list, expecting to 
find his name there. A fellow student told him not to 
bother - he had made the pilots list. 
Those selected for pilot training were sent to 
Elementary Flying Training schools, close to their 
hometowns if possible. This was not an option for 
Parsons and several others, including a fellow student 
from Iceland. His small group was given a chit on the 
train and sent to a new station at Windsor, Ontario. 
The station had yet to open so they chipped in two 
dollars each and got a hotel room for the weekend. 
Parsons now transitioned from learning why an aircraft 
flew to learning to fly himself. Instructors introduced 
students to the aircraft , explaining its controls and 
how to do a general maintenance check. He trained for 
three months on the Fleet Finch, a biplane with fixed 
landing gear and a cruising speed under 100 mph. He 
practised take-offs and landings, stalls, spins , gentle 
turns, steep turns, and flying straight and level. In 
time , he qualified to fly solo. 
so VOLUME 1 05 NUMBER 1 2012 
One in four students 
failed the elementary 
level, but Parsons was 
in the majority and next 
headed west to No 4 
Service Flying Training 
School in Saskatoon. 
Aircraft at this level were 
higher powered, more 
technically advanced, 
and consequently more 
challenging. The regimen 
alternated between 
ground school and 
flying training. Parsons 
eventually soloed on 
the twin-engine Avro 
Anson but longed to 
fly the North American 
Harvard , an advanced 
Parsons standing at the gate to 
the Cathedral of Immaculate 
Conception in Harbour Grace. 
Lamont flew his Hurricane 
between the church spires. 
(Lamont Parsons collection, 
courtesy Alice Parsons). 
training aircraft with a maximum speed exceeding 200 
mph. He said nothing at first , not wishing "to rock 
the boat" and feeling lucky to have made it this far. At 
last he mustered the courage to tell an instructor, and 
"that afternoon I was on Harvards! " Some instructors 
napped in the back, as long as you didn't stray from 
the field. Parsons's flying made one napping instructor 
sick. "I tell you, he told me off, too! " After his share of 
cross country checks and blind flying, where a hood 
enclosed the cockpit and you flew on instruments, 
Parsons was certified as understanding the controls 
and fuel systems on the Anson and Harvard. Training 
concluded with the wings parade at which students 
received their pilot's badges. No sooner had he 
earned his wings when his class had to surrender 
their barracks to another group arriving from 
elementary training. He next went to Trenton, ON. 
Trenton was home to the Central Flying School's 
instructor's course, but Parsons and his classmates 
were there only to await reposting. Parsons 
nonetheless took every opportunity to build up flying 
time in the Harvard and Fleet Finch. Occasionally, 
a Squadron Leader would take him flying in a twin-
engine Lockheed lOA Electra. One day, he told 
Parsons he had been posted to No 118 Squadron 
at Rockcliffe in Ottawa. "This was the first wartime 
fighter squadron that was being started in Canada," 
explained Parsons. Several of its senior pilots had 
served overseas during the Battle of Britain, including 
Parsons's new flight commander, Hartland Molson, 
member of the Molson family of brewers and later 
Canadian senator. Initially they had no fighters to fly, 
only trainers like the Fleet Finch, Yale, and Harvard. 
Eventually some obsolete 1930s vintage Grumman 
Goblin biplane fighters were brought in and each 
pilot assigned an aircraft. Pilots got in as much flying 
time as possible. Parsons's logbook for the first half 
of 1941 shows flights to Trenton, Montreal, Moncton 
and Gander. During one local flight Parsons had an 
electrician working in the backseat when a fire broke 
out. He hadn't gained enough height for the man to 
bail out but luckily they landed safely at Rockcliffe. 
In July the squadron transferred to Dartmouth, 
Nova Scotia for east coast defence duties. Parsons's 
trip eastward in his Goblin fighter took him to 
Cap-de-la-Madeleine, Montmagny and Mont-Joli 
in Quebec, Moncton, New Brunswick, and finally 
Dartmouth. Parsons quickly set to work, carrying 
out sector reconnaissance flights, altitude tests, 
formation flying, dogfights, aerobatics, and practice 
scrambles. Scrambles began with someone pulling 
on a horn. You'd put on your parachute and get 
airborne as quickly as possible. Parsons counted six 
such scrambles in Goblins over two days. "They were 
trying to get us so that we could do it second nature. " 
In Dartmouth, a convoy escort CAM (catapult 
aircraft merchantman) ship would come in to shelter 
Top: Parsons, center, at No 7 Elementary Flying Training School, 
Windsor, Ontario, July 1 940. In the background is a Fleet Finch, a 
two-seat, tandem training biplane. Parsons's leather flying helmet 
and goggles are presently displayed at St John's International 
Airport in an exhibit on the airport's military history. Middle: 
Parsons, second from the left, at No 7 Elementary Flying Training 
School, Windsor, Ontario, July 1 940. In the background is a Fleet 
Finch. Bottom: Parsons in flight in the antiquated, open cockpit 
Goblin. (Lamont Parsons collection, courtesy Alice Parsons). 
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from the stormy North Atlantic. CAM ships carried 
Hawker Sea Hurricanes, operated by the Merchant 
Service Fighter Unit. If an enemy aircraft started 
shadowing the convoy as it neared the coast the 
Hurricane could be launched from the bow using a 
rocket-propelled catapult. The unit faced a dilemma 
one day when their pilot took sick. The flight lieutenant 
in charge appealed to Molson for help and Parsons 
found himself as a stand-by replacement. They even 
went out and shot him off the CAM ship. 
The squadron finally rid itself of the antiquated 
Goblins late in 1941 and converted to Curtis P-40 
Kittyhawks, a more modern all-metal fighter and 
ground attack aircraft. Parsons was soon assigned 
a new task. Word came that a new home defense 
unit would be formed, equipped with Hurricane 
fighters. Then one day Molson told Parsons that he 
was transferred to Sydney, NS, and to take a Harvard 
and all the paperwork for the new squadron. At 
Sydney the station commander told Parsons why he 
was there. The Hurricanes had arrived in crates and 
ground crew was coming in the next day to assemble 
them. Parsons was to test fly each one and check out 
each arriving pilot. The commander then told him 
to go downtown and get a new uniform. Confused, 
Parsons asked why "While you were flying over here 
they commissioned you," he replied, which qualified 
Parsons for flight commander in the new squadron. To 
prepare the new pilots he had them do faster landings 
in a Harvard until he considered them competent to 
fly and land the Hurricane at higher speed. In April 
1942, an organization order officially brought No 125 
(Fighter) Squadron into existence. In May, the first 
month of flying operations, Parsons made a weather 
observation flight, a harbour entrance patrol, and flight-
checked a fellow pilot. His stay at Sydney was short-
lived, however, for in June the entire squadron was 
transferred to RCAF Station Torbay in Parsons's home 
country of Newfoundland where 125's fighters were 
needed for local defence and its pilots could continue 
their training. 
Arriving over the northeast Avalon that June day, 
Squadron Leader Robert Norris , a Battle of Britain 
veteran and now 125's commanding officer, leaned on 
the native Newfoundlander for directions. "In those 
days there was just nothing outside the hollows of St 
John's" but the odd little house, Parsons recalled. "Blue 
One, where's St John's?" Norris asked over the radio. 
"See that little smudge of smoke over there ," Parsons 
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replied, "St John's is on the left. " Parsons had never 
before seen the airport but knew it was north of the 
city At N orris's request he led the flight of Hurricanes 
to a safe landing at the still unfinished airfield. 
Parsons's arrival did not go unnoticed by the press, 
which carried a photo of their "local boy" in full flying 
gear alongside his Hurricane. His posting at Torbay 
lasted almost a year. Now promoted to Pilot Officer, 
Parsons and his fellow pilots got down to business. 
The squadron was divided into two fighter flights with 
"B" Flight under Parsons's command. His flying duties, 
and that of all pilots, included dawn and dusk patrols, 
low flying exercises, airframe and engine tests, weather 
checks, dogfight practice, blackout observation of St 
John's and vicinity, scrambles, aerobatics, camera gun 
tests, and formation flying, with Parsons leading his 
group as flight commander. 
The squadron suffered its first casualty in August 
when Sergeant Douglas Ruggles of Kenora, ON 
crashed near Hopeall, Trinity Bay, during low-level 
formation practice. Ruggles's wingman, visibly upset, 
returned to Torbay to report the accident. Parsons, 
having authorized the flight, immediately set out on 
an aerial search, but to no avail. Some berrypickers 
on the barrens witnessed the crash and reported 
the location. The next day an RCAF ambulance and 
trucks carried Parsons, a medical officer, padre, and 
stretcher-bearer to the scene to recover Ruggles's body 
A service was held at the Anglican Cathedral with 
Parsons commanding the funeral parade. Years later a 
rumour circulated that the crashed Hurricane had been 
commandeered by an escaped German spy and shot 
down. This fictitious story even made the Winnipeg Free 
Press newspaper in 1990. The Ruggles family appealed 
for help in clearing Douglas Ruggles's name and Parsons 
set the story straight. The paper's ombudsman soon 
responded with a retraction under the heading, "Papers 
should stick to facts: myths are dangerous. " 
Parsons also participated in a weeklong practice 
invasion of the airfield involving American and 
Canadian air, sea and ground forces. "Enemy" aircraft 
"bombed" Torbay airport with bags of flour as "referees 
moved about with their lipsticks delegating casualties 
as wounded or dead. " The weather turned foul and for 
a full weekend rain and fog thwarted efforts to locate 
"enemy" ground forces. But helpful information was on 
the way 
"Just about all the local civilian workmen would 
go home for the weekend," Parsons explained, "and 
sometimes fellows from over around Harbour Grace, 
returning to work on Monday, would stop and have 
a word with the local boy at the flight hut. This 
morning a chap came along and in our conversation 
he indicated that when they were driving through 
Holyrood, about 30 miles in the bay, there were 
hundreds of American soldiers" boarding Canadian 
Navy Fairmiles [motor launches]. 
Parsons quickly proceeded to the "very busy" 
operations room, occupied by senior staff from 
No 1 Group. Overall control of all RCAF units in 
Newfoundland and Labrador rested with 1 Group, 
headquartered in a building adjacent the Hotel 
Newfoundland in St John's. "Everybody wanted to win 
this [war game], either the invasion or the defence." 
They were "scratching their chins and saying, 'where 
are the bastards coming from, where are the bastards 
coming from?"' Figuring that the senior officers and 
strategists would shrug off his report as hearsay, 
Parsons went instead to the station commander, 
Newfoundland-born Group Captain Roy Grandy. 
Grandy returned to the operations table, telling "them 
his intelligence agents had been out and reported [that] 
a concentration of enemy troops would be landing at 
Portugal Cove" for an overland assault. "So they got 
their heads together" and then Grandy piped up and 
asked, "'what do you think Parsons?' I said, 'I think, 
sir, that we could get 'em when they're coming up 
between the island [Kelly's Island] and the mainland ... 
All we need to do is get it on cine gun [camera]."' With 
their machine guns turned to safe, the cine gun camera 
filmed automatically with the press of the gun button 
on the control column. 
Parsons got the order to scramble and intercept 
the "enemy" fleet. For wingmen he wanted Harry 
Hindmarsh, who was "wild as a goat" but a good 
pilot, and Harry Pattinson, who had been in the RCAF 
before the war. "These two fellows had more time than 
anybody else in the squadron except the squadron 
leader [Norris]. Anyhow, we went up and we got 
three Hurricanes and we took off. .. " They got below 
the fog "and there was the buckos." Seven Fairmiles 
"blocked with troops. Fellows on deck" with hardly 
a square foot to spare. They agreed to each take two 
and return for the odd one, but Hindmarsh decided 
to take it out on the first run. Coming in low, too low 
it turned out, Hindmarsh struck the Fairmile's mast 
guy wires, shearing five feet off the Hurricane's wing. 
They aborted the mission and headed back towards the 
Squad ron pilots Parsons, left, and New Jersey native Norm Brunton. 
Tor bay, w inter 19 4 2 /43 . (Lamont Parsons coll ection, cou r tesy A l ice 
Parsons) . 
field. Parsons radioed Hindmarsh, suggesting that he 
"'find a place where's there a little bit of height because 
if that thing is going to stall like I think she's going to 
stall you gotta get out of it' ... With five feet gone off 
the wing there's no way he could recover from a spin 
or something." A Hurricane would stall at 65-70 miles 
per hour and "this one was starting to shake a little 
bit above a hundred." After some trial and error using 
Parsons's airspeed they estimated his stall speed at 100 
mph. It was time to land: 
We came back over the field ... and I said, 
'Harry, we're going to do it the first time and 
I'm going to bring you in fast ... and try to get 
you down at the very end.' So we went in, my 
airspeed. I was calling it off for him and leaving 
him to come back and say did she stagger. Well 
I got to tell you, [it was] some bit of flying on 
his part. He came in over the end of the runway 
and when he touched the runway I thought the 
tires were going to burn up. [He] put her on, 
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and of course once he was on he had to stay on 
because one wing wanted to fly and the other 
one didn't. And he came in and he used every, 
every inch of the runway, and when he got to 
the end he kicked on left rudder. Left, right, 
and she goggled ... A good bit of flying; a great 
bit of flying. 
Parsons's squadron operated a readiness section 
to investigate suspicious sightings and unidentified 
aircraft. Section pilots waited on alert at a tarpaper 
dispersal hut at the north end of the taxi strip, their 
Hurricanes warmed and ready to go. "The main thing," 
Parsons stressed, "was to keep the aircraft flyable and 
on the line from daylight to dark so that we could 
be off the ground in two minutes." There was little 
downtime, weather permitting. Indeed, Christmas Day 
194 2 found two sections on readiness with the pilots 
taking turns so that all could join in the festivities. 
Ever the conscientious airman, Parsons was 125's only 
pilot to fly that day, completing an uneventful dawn 
patrol in poor visibility. 
The squadron also devised a scheme for the readiness 
section to intercept enemy vessels near the coastline. 
When radio direction finding, a method of establishing 
a location using intercepted radio transmissions, 
detected a submarine's presence, headquarters 
contacted the squadron duty pilot with a coded grid 
reference. The duty pilot plotted the location and gave 
the scrambling pilots the courses to fly. The scheme 
went into effect in February 194 3. The squadron 
operations record book shows that Parsons was on 
alert one day that month when scrambled to search 
Red L-4-7. For the duty pilot pinpointing this on a grid 
map it signified square L in the red patrol area. The two 
digits signified a further reference within the square. 
Parsons sighted nothing and returned to base. 
At any rate, a Hurricane fighter could do little but 
harass or deter a German U-boat, but the pilots were 
anxious to do more. "There was always a feeling 
among our people," said Parsons, "that we should be 
in a position to do something effective if we should 
come across a U-boat; something more effective than 
damage from eight .303 machine guns." The squadron 
armament officer, Flight Sergeant A S Goodwin, 
"being very sympathetic to our predicament," found 
a solution. With angle iron and springs from double-
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decker bunks in the barracks and spare electrical 
arming mechanisms, Goodwin devised racks that 
enabled the Hurricanes to carry a bomb or depth 
charge under each wing. "The electrical system was no 
problem as it was already being used on the [bomber 
reconnaissance] squadrons" at Torbay, said Parsons. 
The rest involved a series of experiments using the 
scrounged metal. The resulting invention became 
known as the bedspring bomb rack and the aircraft 
Hurri-bombers. 
Test flights were carried out during March 194 3, 
several by squadron commander Norris, and the by 
now promoted Flying Officer Parsons. Parsons even 
flew a bomb-laden Hurricane on an uneventful dusk 
patrol to Cape Race. In April he patrolled Conception 
Bay with the device, which had by now generated 
interest at the command level. Under the watchful eyes 
of senior officers flown in from Halifax, Parsons put 
Goodwin's invention to the test: 
There were one or two Hudson bombers 
orbiting the area just off Cape St Francis with 
the observers on board. There were several 
small pieces of ice in the area and picking one 
of these I went in low an.cl released the bomb 
load. Everything worked like clockwork. The 
bombs exploded and the ice pan was hit. What 
someone had forgotten to tell me was that the 
bombs were set to explode at contact. Had I 
known I think I would not have gone in so low. 
The explosion just about blew the Hurricane 
out of the air and gave the pilot one of the 
greatest frights of the whole war. 
Many people wanted to claim the credit for this bit 
of engineering but the Flight Sgt [Goodwin] was the 
one responsible for the success of this project. It is of 
interest to note that when the engineering section of 
Eastern Air Command decided to go ahead with the 
design and installation of the bomb racks and sent 
to the Sydney Steel Mills to have them recommend 
a steel to be used on the racks, they were informed 
that they could not improve on the steel used in the 
manufacture of the barrack bunk beds. 
Early in 194 3 Parsons went home on leave. "He 
apparently had a good time," teased the squadron 
diary, as he returned to "announce his engagement to 
Miss Valera Richards of Carbonear." But then, a mishap 
tvvo weeks later would nearly cut short his life. A 
Hudson bomber was reported missing from Torbay and 
125's pilots began searching the Avalon Peninsula. One 
day Parsons and two other pilots were preparing to 
search together when a Trans-Canada Air Lines (later 
Air Canada) crew coming in to land at Torbay spotted 
what they thought was a periscope in Conception 
Bay. "We knew what they saw because it was the top 
mast of one of the ships that had been torpedoed [at 
Bell Island], and you could mistake it for anything," 
said Parsons. Regardless, operations wanted someone 
to investigate so Parsons jumped in a Hurricane and 
satisfied himself that the track flown by the Trans-
Canada crew took them directly over the sunken ship 
off Bell Island. On returning to Torbay he noticed a 
weather front "coming in like a brick wall." Parsons 
warned the tower and suggested that the two search 
aircraft and pilots stay put on the ground. It was too 
late, however, as the commanding officer had said they 
could go. 
Parsons landed the Hurricane and set out in Harvard 
No 333 7 with Corporal A J White, an airframe 
mechanic who only months previous had survived 
the torpedoing of the SS Caribou in the Cabot Strait. 
Parsons had done plenty of flying training in Harvards, 
but at Torbay the squadron used them for air gunnery 
practice, observation, cross-country trips and searches. 
Parsons wasn't long airborne when the weather front 
moved in, blanketing the Avalon Peninsula. Over the 
two-way radio he heard that the other two pilots, lost 
in the whiteouts, had safely force landed, one near 
Heart's Desire and the other near Carbonear. Parsons 
decided he had better do something, and soon. There 
was no radio range to follow and he "tried and tried 
to get out over Topsail Hill" and back to base. When 
the tower told him that Gander's ceiling was seven 
thousand feet he changed course, but ten minutes later 
they called back saying Gander had dropped to seven 
hundred. Parsons had no intentions of "messin' around 
... Gander at seven hundred feet." Instead, "I went out 
to sea and let down and came up and was lucky to find 
the opening to Conception Bay, icing up all the time 
... You could see the ice building up on the aircraft. 
So I came up around behind Bell Island and I came in, 
went right down to the ground." He figured to land 
on Long Pond in Manuels 
but decided otherwise as 
the ice looked thin. A short 
distance away at Riverdale, 
near Kelligrews, he spotted 
an open meadow with a 
rock wall at either end. 
With wheels up and the 
Harvard "right down on 
the ground," Parsons made 
an easy turn. "I reached 
over and put on the flaps 
and they were all iced up, 
frozen up ... I kept on 
Parsons wasn't 
long airborne 
when the 
weather front 
moved in, 
blanketing 
the Avalon 
Peninsula. 
going then and tried the wobble pump. There was a 
wobble pump that could give us more pressure on the 
hydraulic system, and we broke the flaps clear and we 
came around again ... " Parsons turned to his passenger, 
warning him to stay in his straps if the aircraft flipped 
over, or risk breaking his neck if he released them. 
Parsons popped the hood and took the Harvard in, 
passing over one rock wall and belly-landing on the 
snow-covered, frozen ground. He slid the full length 
of the meadow "and laid the nose of the aircraft up 
on the other rock wall and she went up, up, up, and 
down again ... " The Harvard had hardly settled on 
her tail when Corporal White was out of his seat and 
standing on the wing holding a fire extinguisher. 
White's commendable actions left a lasting impression 
with Parsons. 
Before long some people had gathered, including 
a Sergeant Churchill in charge of the local police 
detachment. Parsons brought White to a nearby house 
and set off to arrange for someone from Torbay to get 
in over the road. The slightly shaken corporal was in 
good hands, it turned out. White was ground crew 
and unaccustomed to the dangers of flying. His hosts 
offered therapy in liquid form so that when Parsons 
returned he "was filled to the two gills." A truck driver 
with the RCAF's Women's Division "came up for us 
in that terrible, terrible storm." Being used to such 
driving conditions Parsons thought it best that he 
take the wheel but he decided to say nothing and sat 
in front alongside the driver with White lying prone 
out back, inebriated and "singing songs." The driver 
"never made a hitch," praised Parsons. "She brought us 
right to the airport. " Station commander Grandy came 
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along, "pat me on the shoulder. 'Good show Parsons,' 
he said. The way Newfoundlanders do it, you know." 
Damage to the Harvard was limited to the flaps and 
propeller. A maintenance crew removed the wings 
and several days later towed the aircraft to Torbay 
for repairs. It happened that the farmer's meadow on 
which Parsons landed was owned by one Billy Cousins. 
Before long, and in typical Newfoundland humour, it 
became known colloquially as Billy Cousins's Airfield. 
Parsons and Group Captain Grandy shared a 
special bond, being "the only Newfoundland pilots 
on the station." Born in Bay [Argent on the Burin 
Peninsula, Roy Stanley Grandy saw action at Gallipoli 
with the Newfoundland Regiment in the first war. He 
became gravely ill and upon his recovery in England 
transferred to the Royal Flying Corps (later Royal 
Air Force) and became a pilot. In 1925 he joined 
the fledgling Royal Canadian Air Force and returned 
to uniform. He later commanded stations at Borden 
and Dartmouth and in May 1942 returned to his 
native Newfoundland to command RCAF Station 
Torbay. In a letter to Grandy's grandson 60 years 
later, Parsons shared some memories of the group 
captain: "I will always remember him going around 
in his unpretentious way in his battle dress, wedge 
cap and knee rubber boots in the mud and slop of 
construction. Having time to stop and speak with 
the Newfoundland workmen. He never forgot he 
was a Newfoundlander. I particularly remember one 
morning before daylight in June 194 2 when he came 
in to my room and said, 'Get up Parsons, the caplin are 
rolling. ' And we were off to the beach in Outer Cove 
in his staff car. By breakfast time there were caplin on 
the table and the CO defied anybody not to try this 
Newfoundland dish. " 
Another time Parsons was called to the operations 
room where Grandy had a message from the 
Newfoundland Government. Four men from Grates 
Cove had gone bird or seal hunting when the ice 
moved landward, leaving family members concerned 
for their safety. Parsons and Grandy talked it over. The 
weather was pretty much on the deck but eventually 
they agreed that Parsons should take a Hurricane and 
reconnoitre the area. His course took him "around 
the bottom of Conception Bay and up to Baccalieu 
Island where I eventually found the men with the boat 
pulled up on the ice." Parsons retraced his route back 
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to Torbay and reported to Grandy. The stranded men, 
intending to be gone only a few hours, likely had little 
or no food. "The kitchen provided the food and I got 
a bottle of rum from the bar and packed it all in the 
parachute flare chute behind the cockpit and ... was 
on my way again." This time Parsons found only the 
boat. The men had gone ashore on Baccalieu Island, 
"so I returned to a much relieved station commander." 
Some years later, as fate would have it, Parsons met the 
man in charge of the boat. "He said they had climbed 
up on the island and could hear me flying around in 
the snow and wishing I would go home before I flew 
into the cliffs." Had they known about the bottle of 
rum, he quipped, "we would have stayed on the ice!" 
In April 194 3, Parsons made his inaugural flight 
in a Spitfire, an aircraft foreign to Canadian and 
Newfoundland skies. Months previous, the SS 
Empire Kingsley had diverted to St] ohn's when heavy 
weather severely damaged its cargo, including three 
Supermarine Spitfires. Torbay's central maintenance 
unit offloaded the aircraft and trucked them to the 
airport for storage. Maintenance volunteers examined 
the parts and resolved to make one good Spitfire from 
the three. The men set to work in their spare time with 
no drawings or manuals and no experience working 
on Spitfires. The project took about ten weeks and 
involved a good deal of trial and error. During March 
and April, Squadron Leader Norris made several 
flights, testing the airframe, engine, machine guns 
and cannon. While others aspired to go aloft in this 
hybrid Spitfire , in Squadron Leader Norris's estimation 
Parsons was "the only other pilot that I would have 
trusted to fly my baby." Parsons's turn came on 19 
April, albeit unofficially as neither the squadron 
diary nor operations record book registers the event. 
Parsons's logbook, on the other hand, shows a one-
hour flight, and it came not a moment too soon. Word 
had reached air force officials on the mainland that 
Torbay had a serviceable Spitfire and they instructed 
Group Captain Grandy to ground the aircraft and have 
it shipped back to England. Officially, Grandy knew 
nothing of the project, Parsons revealed, "but there 
was seldom a day that he did not arrive at the corner 
of the maintenance hangar" to check on progress. 
Indeed, the station adjutant later told Parsons that 
the order grounding the Spitfire came on the day of 
his flight. Grandy "pushed it underneath his desk 
blotter," ignoring the signal until he knew Parsons had 
taken his turn. The Spitfire eventually went overseas, 
but with one minor modification. The ground crew, 
understandably proud of their handiwork, christened 
the aircraft "Miss Torbay" and stencilled the name 
prominently on the engine cowling. 
Parsons is perhaps best remembered in his 
hometown for a feat of precision flying. A visit to 
Harbour Grace was not uncommon, being only 20 
miles by air from Torbay. One day Parsons tipped 
up his Hurricane on one wing and gracefully glided 
between the spires of the town's Roman Catholic 
Cathedral; or at least that's how the story is told. 
"I'm afraid that I was a bit of a show-off." Parsons's 
youthful exuberance had nonetheless displeased his 
father who arrived at Torbay one day with his brother, 
Maxwell, to ask that he put an end to this "fooling 
around Harbour Grace." The timing could not have 
been worse. Parsons was airborne at the time. "There 
were [anti-aircraft] gun emplacements at the end of 
all the runways" and the officer in charge had invited 
him to the gun stand for a demonstration. Parsons 
was not impressed. "Anything comes in on the end of 
this runway is not going to come in up there asking 
you to shoot it down," Parsons cautioned, pointing 
skyward. "If anything comes in it's going to come up 
between the trees," and "you got to be able to depress 
your guns more than that." To prove his point he got 
the tower to permit a little exercise. His father had 
meantime arrived at the dispersal hut in search of his 
pilot son. An airman, recognizing Maxwell, asked if he 
was looking for his brother. The words were no sooner 
spoken when Parsons's Hurricane zoomed in low and 
fast over the gun emplacements. "That's him coming up 
over there," the airman instantly remarked. "It was a 
great demonstration" because the gunners were unable 
to depress their guns to the shallow angle required 
to fire on this fast moving target, "and it was only by 
luck that there was never any need to use anti-aircraft 
guns" at Torbay. Parsons had won his argument, and 
doubtless left his father shaking his head. 
May 194 3 brought word that Flying Officer Parsons 
had been posted to No 1 "Y" Depot at Halifax to await 
reposting to the Royal Air Force overseas. A review of 
the operations record book from] une 194 2 to May 
194 3 shows Parsons making no less than 50 flights 
in Harvard aircraft and another 150 in the Hurricane 
fighter while at Torbay. As one of the squadron's 
original members, records 125's diary, Parsons had 
done "a great job in organizing it, and in instructing 
the other pilots." Indeed, many former squadron mates 
told Parsons after the war that they attributed their 
survival in Europe to the training he provided. Keen 
to go overseas, Parsons soon embarked upon a new 
chapter in his flying career in the United Kingdom and 
over occupied Europe, but that's another story. ml 
Darrell Hillier researches Newfoundland and Labrador 
aviation history and works with the provincial government of 
Newfoundland and Labrador. He holds a BA in history and 
Certificate in Newfoundland Studies. 
With special thanks to Alice "Babs" Parsons and the late 
Lamont "Lal" Parsons. 
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As we approach the 1 QQth anniversa1y of WWI, 11\le will present a series of profiles of Newfoundland soldiers and veterans. 
BY BERT RIGGS 
Hugh Abercrombie Anderson (1890-1965) 
In the decade fallowing the end of World War 
I, a number off armer members of the Royal 
Newfoundland Regiment emigrated to the United 
States. Two of these, Frank Knight (#287) and Ralph 
Herder (#34), attempted to break into acting in New 
York. Another was content to try his luck behind the 
stage, where he joined forces with his older brother, 
already a major mover and shaker in the theatrical 
world centred on New York city's famed Broadway. 
john Murray Anderson (1886-1954), the elder of the 
two, had been living in the United States since 1910 
and had gained renown as a producer of musical 
extravaganzas, rivalled only by the impresario Florenz 
Zeigf eld. The younger brother, Hugh, never achieved 
the public recognition that john Murray Anderson did 
but was a key factor in his success nonetheless. 
Hugh Abercrombie Anderson was born in St John's 
on February 10, 1890, the son of Amelia Murray and 
John Anderson. His father came to Newfoundland from 
Saltcoats, Scotland in 1875. For the first five years he 
was employed withjames Baird Limited, but in 1880 
he formed a partnership with Andrew Lumsden that 
lasted until 1883, when he started his own general 
merchandise business. 
In 1900 John Anderson entered the political arena, 
winning a seat in the House of Assembly as one of three 
Liberal members representing St John's West in the 
general election held on November 8. Two years later he 
was one of six members elected to the newly constituted 
Stjohn's municipal council. He served one four-year 
term in each position, after which Premier Robert Bond 
appointed him to the Legislative Council in 1904, where 
he served until 1929. 
While on a business trip to England in 1907, john 
Anderson met William Willett, who was advocating a 
scheme to provide more hours of daylight during the 
summer months by moving the clocks ahead one hour 
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each spring, returning 
them to regular time in the 
fall. John Anderson became 
an immediate convert and 
introduced bills into the 
Legislative Council in 1909 
and 1910 to initiate the 
practice in Newfoundland. 
He was not able to acquire 
support for this idea until 
1917, a year after it had been legislated in Great Britain. 
When the bill became law on June 1 7, 191 7, 
Newfoundland became the first North American 
jurisdiction to introduce Daylight Savings Time. In 
recognition of its primary advocate, for many years 
it was commonly ref erred to as Anderson's Time in 
Newfoundland. 
Hugh Anderson received his early schooling at Bishop 
Feild College in St john's before following the path taken 
by many local lads from his social class. He went off to 
Europe to complete his education, first at Edinburgh 
Academy in Scotland, and later at schools in Switzerland 
and France. 
Follov1ing a tour of Europe, he returned to St John's 
in 1909, where he joined his father's business. With 
the outbreak of World War I in August 1914, he made 
several attempts to enlist but was rejected because of 
problems with his eyesight. 
Not one to give up easily, he went to England 
in February 1916, where he was accepted into the 
regiment on the 26rh, given number 2120, and assigned 
to the Newfoundland Pay and Record Office in London. 
On December 7 he was named honorary second 
lieutenant with the regiment, receiving a commission 
as lieutenant on October 25, 1917 and promoted to 
captain on November 28, 1918. 
He remained with the Pay and Record Office for the 
duration of the war where he performed his duties with 
skill and dedication. He was a loyal and constant friend 
to all members of the regiment and answered thousands 
of letters from their family members and friends 
concerning their whereabouts, their pay, their medical 
conditions, and their personal effects during his time in 
London. He was singled out by the British Secretary of 
State for War on two occasions for his devotion to duty 
and in 1919 was made a military member of the Order 
of the British Empire by King George V at Buckingham 
Palace for his war service. 
Shortly after the Armistice, on January 29, 1919, 
he was named Embarkation Officer for Repatriation 
Draft 81, one of the groups of soldiers returning 
to Newfoundland. On March 26 he was appointed 
Assistant Military Secretary and crossed the Atlantic 
several times during the summer and fall of 1919 
accompanying various drafts home. He retired from 
and was placed on the Reserve List of the Royal 
Newfoundland Regiment on October 2, 1919. 
After his permanent return to St john's in October 
1919, Hugh Anderson rejoined his father's business. 
The fallowing year he became involved in the Great 
War Veterans Association, founded in 1920 under the 
leadership of Sergeant Harold Mitchell (#828). He 
served on the executive, chaired a special committee on 
benefits and pensions for veterans, and was associate 
editor of the GWVA quarterly publication The Veteran, 
until 1921, when the bright lights of Broadway 
beckoned and he left St john's for New York to join his 
brother in his theatrical endeavours. 
On October 5, 1921, three days before he left, the 
GWV A held a dinner in his honour, where he was 
commended for "his efforts to assist disabled returned 
men in having their pensions increased." 
In New York, Hugh Anderson soon became business 
manager and associate producer in his brother's growing 
theatrical enterprise. During their lengthy collaboration, 
they worked on 29 major musical productions, many 
of which were performed on Broadway For three years, 
from 1926 to 1929, he was one of the instructors in 
a theatre school founded by his brother and Robert 
Milton. Some of his students, including Bette Davis, 
Katherine Hepburn, Joan Blondell, and Paul Muni, 
went on to become world-famous members of the 
acting fraternity 
In addition to his work as a producer and teacher, 
Hugh Anderson was a prolific writer. He scripted plays 
(The Mermaid Tavern, Queen Elizabeth Looks in her Mirror, 
Auld Lang Syne) and adapted the works of other writers 
for the presentation on stage, including Robert Louis 
Stevenson's novel The Suicide Club. 
His last collaborative act with his brother occurred 
in the early 1950s, when he served as writer for the 
latter's memoirs, Out Without My Rubbers, published 
in 19 54. Other writings included sketches for theatre 
productions, short stories and poetry 
He also dabbled in motion pictures, including Cecil B 
DeMille's 1952 extravaganza, The Greatest Show on Earth, 
which won the Academy Award for Best Picture that 
year. Hugh Anderson served as a designer and creative 
consultant. 
A long-time member of the Canadian Club of New 
York, Hugh Anderson served as editor of its quarterly 
publication, The Maple Leaf, for many years. He also 
wrote a history of the club, The Kinship of Two Countries, 
published in 1964. 
A frequent visitor to Newfoundland, he addressed 
the St john's Rotary Club in 1955 and regaled his 
audience with anecdotes of his experiences in New 
York's theatre district. 
Hugh Anderson married Sybil Irene Bartlett on July 
2 4, 191 7. She was one of the Bartletts of Brigus, 
a cousin of the famed navigator Captain Bob Bartlett; 
her mother, Martha Ellen Bartlett, was a sister of noted 
political figure Sir John Crosbie. The marriage ended in 
divorce. Anderson subsequently married Lillian Bradley 
There were no children from either marriage. He died 
at his home at Forest Hills Inn, New York, on 
November 9, 1965. 
While his name never appeared in lights on Broadway, 
he certainly played a significant role in the development 
of musical theatre in the United States, a contribution 
which warrants him a place in the cultural history 
of that art form. For many members of the Royal 
Newfoundland Regiment, their family and friends, 
he was the kind-hearted and considerate individual 
who always took the time to answer their enquiries 
and put their minds at ease. He earned their undying 
gratitude and became for many the personification of 
comradeship for which the regiment was renowned. ml 
Bert Riggs is an archivist, English teache1: and author tvhose n1ost 
recent book is Grand Bank Soldier (Flanker Press, 2007). 
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SONNY'S. 
Sonny's Dream: Newfoundland 
Folklore and Popular Culture 
By Peter Narvaez 
$34.95 314 pages 
MUN Folklore and Language 
Publications 201 1 
Peter Reuben Narvaez died 
November 11, 2011, aged 69, of 
lung cancer. He chose his own end 
path, and as much as anyone gets to 
control such things, he was able to 
make his own decisions. Narvaez also 
had another rare chance - he was 
able to write a fitting conclusion to 
his life's work. 
There are those content to leave 
little mark on the world, the 
memories of family and friends their 
own commemoration. Narvaez was 
never one to rest on his laurels. While 
he was much loved and admired 
as a guitar player, songwriter and 
blues harpist, he also produced a 
prodigious amount of writing and 
original music. Narvaez edited books, 
wrote dozens of scholarly articles 
and papers, directed journals, wrote 
dozens of songs, released several 
albums, and performed ceaselessly 
both solo and with a dozen different 
bands until just before he died. 
When he retired from his position 
of Professor of Folklore at Memorial 
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University in 2005, the Department 
of Folklore offered to publish an 
anthology of his writing as a tribute 
to his academic life. As he became 
ill, and it was obvious that this 
would be his final work, the book 
became something more than that. 
To those who knew him it is a 
worthy memorial, a lasting tribute 
to a complex and insatiably curious 
mind. This book is a roadmap to 
that journey and a guide to a man's 
lifelong fascination with the way 
humans amuse each other. 
He was also my friend and 
neighbour for over a decade, and 
though I felt I knew him reasonably 
well, this book surprised me over and 
over again with revelations about his 
perspicacity 
Collier's New Dictionary says 
that folklore is "the science which 
embraces all that relates to ancient 
observances and customs, to 
the notions, beliefs, traditions, 
superstitions, and prejudices of the 
common people." In Newfoundland 
the discipline has been prized and 
nurtured at Memorial University, as 
the province's thriving folk culture 
provides both endless possibilities 
and eager students. Narvaez, a 
graduate of Indiana University in 
Bloomington, came to Memorial's 
Folklore Department in its 1970s 
heyday, and found it a comfortable 
home. While the general public 
often thinks of professors as evolved 
teachers, it is as authors and 
researchers that their own employer 
holds them in most esteem. Narvaez 
was a good teacher, but he was also a 
talented and thorough writer. 
Even though he was a man who 
lived in the academy for his entire 
working life, he somehow managed 
to stay outside its conventions. 
Academic writing is famously dense 
and erudite~ by design it must set 
itself in the context of whatever 
research already exists on a given 
topic, and then justify itself within 
the language and theory popular 
in that field. A detached tone and 
oddly passive voices can make the 
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average academic journal seem 
as if it was written by a college-
supplied computer program, one 
specializing in the obscure and 
irrelevant. The result can be heavy 
going indeed for the casual reader, 
as the preponderance of buzzwords, 
citations, and statistics drown the 
merely inquisitive in facts and jargon. 
Narvaez had the knack of keeping 
true to the necessary requirements 
of his job, while still managing to 
make his language flow and his 
ideas resonate. He also had the 
ability to see beyond the complex 
constructions of academic research, 
discovering the threads that underlie 
all cultural expression - sometimes 
the path of least resistance is in fact 
a straight line. In a ground-breaking 
article on fairy stories and customs, 
for example, Narvaez mused at 
length as to why such beliefs thrived 
in Newfoundland when they were 
abandoned elsewhere. While he 
admits cultural isolation is a factor, 
he also points out something else -
the places in the British Isles where 
fairy beliefs thrived bear a strong 
resemblance to many similar places 
in Newfoundland: 
"The environmental conditions 
experienced by immigrant 
populations may also have been 
conducive to belief, because they 
appeared similar to Old World fairy 
surroundings." 
While this fact may seem obvious, 
it is only because of the strength of 
Narvaez' logical progression that it 
becomes so. 
In an article on Newfoundland 
songs, he makes important points 
about the 'how' and the 'why' of 
Newfoundland music. While we 
tend to think of the Newfoundland 
folk song canon as a fixed beast, it is 
actually anything but. Many of the 
well-known folk song collections, 
including popular works like the 
Gerald S Doyle songbooks, reveal 
more about the personal musical 
taste of the collectors than it does 
what might have been available 
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at the time. Narvaez explains 
that, while the collectors edited 
the material based on their own 
perceptions about what was 'good', 
the perf armers themselves edited 
their material as well - depending 
on the age, sex and attitude of the 
collector, the performance could 
vary tremendously Thus the canon 
of Newfoundland folk songs has 
undergone several stages of curation 
and editing, most of it unnoticed 
by either collectors or their ultimate 
audience. What we think of as 
definitive playlists of local music are 
in fact just snapshots of what the 
collectors wanted to hear, and the 
singers felt was appropriate. Narvaez 
makes you wonder what was left 
out, what great songs were never 
collected and never heard - and why 
Although it is an anathema to most 
academics, Narvaez was even able 
to inject moments of humour and 
personality into his writing, elements 
that make reading this book such 
a pleasure. In normal life he was 
a funny man, with a highly tuned 
sense of the absurd. An article on 
the exploits of J R Smallwoods years 
as 'The Barrelman' is particularly 
entertaining. The pleasure both 
subject and author took in recording 
and recounting the anecdotes is 
obvious in every word~ for example, 
Smallwood takes great delight in 
relating how surprised listeners 
would be when they encountered 
him outside the station during a 
taped version of the radio show: 
"You should see the looks on 
their faces. Who was this imposter, 
who was pretending to be the 
Barrelman ?" 
The anecdote doesn't lend any 
particular weight to the article's 
research agenda, but it does go 
a long way towards establishing 
the nature of celebrity in another 
age. And the way it rounds out 
Smallwood's character is golden. 
I was surprised to find myself 
cited in one article, about the odd 
way in which politicians co-opt 
popular culture artifacts for their 
own needs. The piece stemmed from 
a well-known incident, in which 
my band Great Big Sea was forced 
to prevent Canadian Alliance leader 
Stockwell Day from using one of our 
songs as a campaign hymn. When 
he interviewed me, Peter was very 
careful to get the facts behind what 
had become a very well-reported 
story The actual language used 
by the various participants was 
extremely important. Later, he recast 
what was a fairly amusing anecdote 
about a pop bands confrontation 
with government into something 
else entirely In the paper, titled 
'Fandom As A Magical practice', 
Narvaez explains how certain aspects 
of fandom can be seen as magical, 
in that the fans are attempting to 
access some of a given perf armer's 
apparently uncanny ability to claim 
their attention. He points out that 
Day was attempting to access the 
'magic' of our fan base by associating 
himself with our music, and, when 
that failed, his objectives collapsed 
on several levels. Needless to say, 
this did not occur to me or anyone 
else at the time. Nonetheless, it was 
true, and it is both odd and engaging 
to see a piece of one's own life 
trans£ ormed and explained through 
the complex theories of folkloristics. 
In an age when so many academics 
specialize in micro-sized research, 
focusing their expertise on a tiny 
piece of their chosen field, N arvaez's 
interests were wide-ranging, and 
the articles in this book reflect 
that. His passion for blues music 
is highlighted in several, as is his 
interest in how old folklore themes 
repeatedly show up in today's 
popular culture. His thoughts on 
country music, and how it seeped 
into traditional Newfoundland 
music, should be required reading 
for anyone trying to figure out 
what our music really is. Raucous 
Newfoundland wakes, and the 
macabre practical jokes they 
celebrated make for an interesting 
read, as does a detailed dissection of 
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Ron Hynes's song 'Sonny's Dream'. 
The 19 7 Os CBC Radio series 'The 
N ewfie Bullett' is largely forgotten 
now, but Narzaez is able to bring 
it back to life as he explains what 
it was about, and how it reflected 
the Newfoundland culture of 
its day A collector of music and 
instruments himself, Narvaez wrote 
with bemused devotion about the 
complex relationship between 
acoustic and electric blues music, 
and the musicians who perform 
them. Always the pragmatist, much 
of this article, 'Unplugged,' is 
devoted to an arcane yet fascinating 
diversion into the sort of guitars 
these players own, and how that 
often seemed to determine what 
they actually ended up learning 
and playing. There are many other 
digressions and illuminations, each 
one as curious as the next. 
Narvaez loved music and folk 
culture in all its forms. He found 
writing and thinking about the 
world of popular culture to be 
interesting and worthy of serious 
thought and research. In his 
own music, he loved engaging 
wordplay, with odd allusions, 
jokes, and metaphors a big part of 
his song writing. While he was an 
incredibly adept acoustic guitarist, 
he often chose to restrain his skill, 
playing and singing only notes that 
mattered. So too in his writing, the 
language is clear, and economical, 
with his sly and dry sense of humour 
lurking behind every paragraph. 
Narvaez understood something 
fundamental to the subject of 
folklore - people maintain customs 
and beliefs and songs and dances 
and stories because they bring them 
comfort and enjoyment. 
To Peter Narvaez, how and why 
people entertain each other was 
a source of endless inspiration. 
I will miss him, and the province 
is poorer for the loss of such a 
probing mind. ~ 
-Bob Hallett 
Bob Hallett is a well-known musician 
and writer in St j ohn's . 
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Finding Me in France 
By Bobbi French 
$19.95 266 pages 
Creative Publishers 201 2 
"People often ask me for advice 
about how to set fire to the cubicle 
and walk away from a fully farmed 
life. The truth is, I don't have a good 
answer. This is no how-to manual, 
simply the tale of one woman's 
attempt to live a different life with 
no promise of a happy ending." 
Bobbi French was a respected and 
busy child psychiatrist, happily 
married, her affluent life furnished 
with the best of North American 
must-haves, though somewhat 
strained and unsettled by a sideline 
of buying, renovating, and selling 
houses. By most standards the 
St John's-born, Halifax-dwelling 
French was a success, a respected 
doctor with a wonderful partner 
and money to do what she liked. 
Except she almost never did get to 
do what she liked. There was never 
time (she might work 30-hour 
sh if ts three times a week) . There 
was never space in her schedule 
(or her mind, really). So she would 
find herself awake in the middle 
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of the night, thinking about, not 
really planning, but thinking about, 
running away 
And then she did it. 
"I don't recall the moment when I 
knew for sure that I was completely 
ordinary" She makes this statement 
early on, and it's meant in 
comparison to her patients, who 
are troubled and daring and live 
their moods, good and bad, to the 
hilt. Still , French does view herself 
as fairly mundane, not a pioneer, 
not exceptional (except for her 
height; she's six feet tall). She's not 
out to trail blaze her way into a 
revolution, but she nonetheless 
does something most people only 
dream of. She: gave up her job; 
realized her luck in having wed a 
spouse who was game for a move 
that 99 per cent of husbands 
would consider at best, impractical; 
sold her house and most of her 
possessions. 
"It's an incredible experience to 
relinquish all the things you own." 
To live with less and less became 
a goal. Deciding what was really 
necessary was both a financial and 
psychological aspiration. 
On a personal level, she stopped 
dying her hair, and gave up Creme 
de la Mer skin cream. These things 
were expensive and she would be 
dependent on her husband for the 
foreseeable future. She did not want 
to ask him to pay for them. 
Of these and other measures 
French writes: "By the way I do 
not recommend anyone try this 
at home. Please remember I am a 
professional fool." 
She's happy to make fun of 
herself, but she doesn't ignore the 
more than occasional uneasiness, 
even panic, that played on her 
emotional soundtrack. The change 
she was making was massive, and 
a risk. But she kept retuning to an 
optimistic mindset. 
"As I step to the edge and leave 
one life for another I ask for 
nothing more than a little good 
fortune." 
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Finding Me in France is composed 
of blog postings that take us in 
real time from the first glimmering 
possibilities of a new life through 
the move and into a month-by-
month narrative covering the first 
year in France. There are ups (the 
food) and downs (the difficulty 
learning a new language), an 
environment of celebrated beauty 
and history (and a real spring), a 
sense of isolation ("I need to know 
people"). 
The text is illustrated by colour 
photographs of the villas and vases 
of flowers, marketplace donkeys 
and hens, picnic tableaus, the 
backstage of a monastery concerts 
- all the kitchens and gardens and 
festivals and street scenes French 
herself witnessed. 
Because it evolved from a blog, 
the short entries form short 
chapters, which are easy to digest. 
It can get a bit repetitive, as the 
structure remains somewhat the 
same, usually opening with a 
question/worry/quandary, bringing 
in events and characters, moving 
through to an answer/resolution/ 
decision to ignore it all and keep 
eating chocolate, and closing with 
a tag. 
But overall it's an engaging read; 
French is appealing and what she 
did is quite daring. At the same 
time, this is the kind of travel 
memoir where the destination 
is a self. There is a new world to 
explore, but the real journey is 
to locate a new mindfulness to 
appreciate that world. ~ 
-Joan Sullivan 
NEWFOUNDLAND HISTORY QUIZ BY BERT RIGGS 
Send us your answers to be eligible for a prize. In the event of a tie, the winning entry will be drawn from the best responses. Send your entries to: 
Newfoundland History Quiz, Newfoundland Quarterly, ED4002, Memorial University, St John's, NL A 1 C 5S7, Email: nfq@mun.ca 
The Newfoundland Diaspora 
Identify each of the following natives 
of Newfoundland or Labrador who 
relocated to other countries. 
1. The first Newfoundland-born 
member of the British House of Lords. 
2. The woman, supposedly born at 
Fogo, who married a great-great-
grandson of King Charles II. 
3. A native of Port Kirwan, this former 
naval officer claimed to be the Prince 
of the Hebrews. 
4. Born at Mosquito (Bristol's Hope), 
he rose to prominence in the 
British Navy and is said to be the 
first Newfoundlander to receive 
a knighthood. 
5. The St john's native who was 
elected to the California State 
Legislature in 1862, but died later 
that same year of tuberculosis at 
age 25. 
6. The Happy Valley-Goose Bay-
born actor who has had roles in the 
television series One Life to Live, Lost, 
Sex in the City, and CSL New York. 
ANSWERS TO LAST QUIZ 
Fauna 
1. What is the only small rodent native 
to the island of Newfoundland? 
The Meadow Vole. 
2. What fur-bearing mammal, native to 
Labrador, was introduced to the island 
of Newfoundland in 1935? 
The Pine Marten. 
3. What mammal, native to Labrador, 
is the largest occasional visitor to the 
island? 
The Polar Bear. 
4. What mammals, two males and two 
females, were introduced to Brunette 
Island in 1969? 
Arctic Hares. 
5. What is the only mammal native to 
the island of Newfoundland to become 
extinct since European contact? 
The Newfoundland Wolf. 
6. What large mammal was introduced 
to Labrador from Newfoundland in 
1953? 
The Moose. 
7. What carnivore was first sighted in 
Newfoundland in 1985 in the Port au 
Port Peninsula area? 
The Coyote. 
8. Of the 36 species of mammal 
indigenous to the province, how many 
are found only in Labrador? 
22. 
7. The St] ohn's-born painter who 
moved to Paris and whose work was 
exhibited there and in London. 
8. The Twillingate-born soprano who 
performed at opera houses in Europe 
and the United States in the late 19th 
and early 2Qth centuries. 
9. The only Newfoundlander in the 
Hockey Hall of Fame. 
10. The one-time Surveyor General of 
Bombay, whose brother, also born in 
St john's, was a Member of the British 
Parliament. (Hint: His son compiled 
one of the most widely-used Sanskrit-
English dictionaries.) 
9. What man1n1al was introduced to 
Newfoundland by Dr Wilfred Grenfell 
in 1907 in order to provide a source of 
food and to serve as draught animals? 
The Reindeer. 
10. Because of its association with 
a large natural phenomenon, what 
Labrador mammal has become a 
popular subject for editorial cartoons 
in 2012? 
The Muskrat. 
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Cyril Courtney, who is 84, went 
to a small school near Nagles 
Hill and Mount Scio Road. He 
said that children who lived 
nearby went there, Protestants 
and Roman Catholics. 
He has given the archives his 
report card for 1 938. It was 
handmade by his teacher, 
Elizabeth Brothers. This was 
Grade 4. She made a report 
ca rd for everyone in her class. 
We a re looking for information 
on the school and the teacher. 
Any readers who can supply this information are asked to contact Archives and Special Collections, QE 11 Library, MUN. 
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_____....ommemorations 
Program 
Publicly recognizing Newfoundland and Labrador's 
· Exceptional People from the Past 
·Outstanding Historic Events 
·Unique Places 
·Distinctive Cultural Traditions and Practices 
·Tradition Bearers 
Nominate an aspect of Newfoundland and Labrador's heritage and culture that YOU value. 
NEW APPLICATIONS WELCOME! 
Next submission deadline: February 15, 2013 
LEARN MORE AT 
www.seethesites.ca/ commemorations 
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